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PREFACE. 



This compilation is defective in quantity, quali- 
ty, adaptation and execution. But it is the best I 
c6uld prepare under the circumstances. A few 
years hence it will probably be revised, enlarged, 
and in various respects improved. I needed more 
critical ability, leisure and money, in order to bring 
the work out in a style accordant with my ideal. 
But considering how necessary something of the 
kind had become to the friends of Practical Chris- 
tianity, and how long they must, in all likelihood, 
wait for a better Hymn Book, I did not feel at lib- 
erty to delay its preparation. It has its merits, 
whatever its defects, and will be useful in its place. 

I found it so difficult to trace out the,authorship 
of many hymns, that a considerable number are 
left uncredited. It has been equally difficult to 
give the pure original text of those which are 
credited. Many variations and supposed improve- 
ments have crept into hymns of the best authors. 
The original is nearly always deteriorated by these 
A* 



alterations. And yet, in a very few instances, I, 
myself, have taken this objectionable liberty, in 
order to secure a closer adaptation of expression 
to particular cases. In abbreviating, by the omis- 
sion of stanzas, I have taken still greater liberties 
without compunction. The hymns of this Col- 
lection^ with a few exceptions, are comparatively 
short. Such are generally more acceptable in the 
present day, both to singers and listeners. But it 
is unnecessary to multiply words. All who par- 
take in the spirit of Practical Christian reform and 
progress will gladly accept this humble production, 
with a generous allowance for its imperfections, 
until time and circumstances shall bring forth 
another of higher excellence. 

A. B. 

MlIiFORD, (HOPEDALE,) Ms., JuXE, 1849. 



ERRATA. 

Several errors have escaped detection, notwith* 
standing much care in proof-reading. Most of 
them, however, will readily suggest their own cor* 
rection. But there is one in the 244th Hymn, dd 
Stanza, last Line, which greatly mars the sense. 
The line erroneously reads, " Be free and warm 
as summer weather.'' It should read, *' Be free as 
warmth of summer weather." 



INDEX OF FIKST USES. 



HTMN. 

A voice from the desert comes awfhl and shrill, 92, 

And is the gospel peace and love, 79 

Awake, my soul! stretch every nerve, 80 

Awake, my soul! lift op thine eyes, 81 

Am I an Israelite indeed, 86 

As body when the soul has fied, 88 

Astonished and distressed, 121 

Awake, our nobleet powers, to bless, 147 

A vision opens on my eye, 173 

Alas! how many boMly mock, 222 

All men are equal m their birth, 258 

A Christian! who deserves the name, 265 

Am I a soldier of the Cross, 271 

At anchor laid, remote from home, 297 

All hail ! ye friends assembled, 804 

Before Jehovah's awful throne, 1 

Behold my servant; see him nse, 83 

Behold the royal stem, 87 

Behold, where in a mortal form, 88 

Blow yiB the trumpet, blow, 55 

Blest Instructor, from thy ways, 66 

Be it my only wisdom here, 82 

Blest are the meek, he said, 99 

BtesI are the humble souls that see, 101 

Blest b the man whose tender heart, 106 

Braathe, Father, through my seol, 10^ 



INDEX OF FIRST LINES. 

HYMN. 

Blest is the man whose tender care, 117 

Be thoa exalted, O my God, 144 

Be firm and he faithfal ; desert not the right, 274 

Brethren, heloved for Jesus* sake, 292 

Come, we thAt.love the Lord, H 

Christ, whose glory fills the skies, 42 

Come, sinners, saith the mighty God, 50 

Come, ye sinners, |M>or and wretched, 51 

Come! said Jesas' sacred voice, 54 

Chide mildly the erring, 114 
Can we forget the gloomy time^ .177 

Christian mother, when thy prayisr, 215 

Chock at their fountain head, . 239 

Come, thoa Fount of every blessing* 29.5 

Deair Redeemer! in thy name, 268 

Duty points with out-stretched fingers, * 273 

Death! what is that which we call death, 280 

Dear Locdl since we must part, 310 

Early, my God, without delay, 8 

Eternal Source of life and li^ht, 29 

Eternal Father! thou hast made, 213 

Father of Spirits! Nature's God» 9 

Father, adored in worlds above, 28 - 

Far from thy (old, O God, my feet, 68 

Forgive ns, for thy mercy's sake, 67 

Father of Mercies, send thy grace^ 106 

Fall often to our God we pray, 115* 

From all that dwell below the skies^ 156 

Father, is not thy promise sure, 169{ 

Foi1>ear that treacherous sword« 221 

Fear ye not the face of clay, 272 

Four not, brethren, joyful stand* 299. 



INDEX OF nRWr MNKB. 

HYMN. 

For a season called to part, 307 

Farewell, dear friends, we soon most part, 815 

Farewell, my dear brethren, the time is at band, 316 

Great God! in vain man's narrow view, 17 

Go to dark Gethsemane, 46 

God of mercj, God of love, 66 

God's perfect law converts the s^ul, 78 

Give as God bath given thee, 112 

Go to thy brother, now feeble and low, 116 

God is a spirit, just and wise, 126 

Great Source of life and light, 136 

Give to our God immortal praise, 141 

Great is the Lord! oar souls adore, 152 

God shall be all in all, 157 

God of our fathers, 'tis thy hand, 188 

Glory to God, and peace to men, 230 

Gently, Lord, O gently lead us, 296 

How perfect is thy word, 13 

Holy, holy, holy Lord, 21 

Hark! what mean those holy voices, 34 

Hark! the glad sound, the Savior comes, 36 

How beauteous were the marks divine, 49 

How happy is be born or tanght, . 84 

Had I the tongues of Greeks and Jews^ 89 

Happy the man, whose oaatioas steps, 97 

Happy the meek, whose gentle breast, 104 

How beauteous are their feet, . 146 

Happy the man whose hopes divine, 153 

Hosannas, Lord, to thee we sing, 1£2 

Hark, hark, the sweet music that 90iuida» 186 

Hark, the voice of choral song, 189 

Hark! a voice from heaven proclaiming, 200 

Hark! hark! the ckink of fetters^ 201 



iirau or mn Lirrat. 

Hmt je not tba voice (tf aDfaUi, 

How brighU; thoy lie, M die oeeu't daep wti 

How loss iAaU A&ie'i mu, 

How gUd wu tbe uthem tbe bright uifeli m 

How plauiog. Lord, to Me, 

How pleuuit 'tis to eee, 

H(dj and bright, in iruih lod light, 

Boib the loud canttan'j roar 

How long, O Lotd, bow long. 

How gnteiona and bm wise, 

How UmI Ifae Metsd tie tlwt Undi, 

Ho, aU fs that Ueooi in the moniing of life, 

HkU, aweetw. deareM tie that biadi, 

In all mT wt cwiaeTDs with thee. 

If high or hn* odt Halion be, 

I* ibers ambition in mj baati, 

I hear a voice of woe, ^ 

I want a aober mind, 

I want (he spirit of power within, 

I want a. principle within, 

I've thrown the bowl aside. 

It is falling! It ia falling, 

Ib the Squihera caae-biakea wailin|, 

I pity the sLive-mothsr, care-worii a>d wearj 

In sweet Southern Talea, 

I hate that diuin's diacndaAt asaad. 

Id strong fcalernal tiea. 

In the pait, tbe ige of iron, 

1 wonld not live alwftf , 

Jaaea shall reign where'er the SbU, 

Jeni! exalted far m h%b, 
)eiU, and can it mar be, 
Jeatu, the friend of linnert, call*, 
J«iw! I love tbjr obaroiiiigDMBe, 



IZfDCX OP flMT ItlfKf. 



Joy, joy to the world, for the tword tball be broken, 2Si 

Jeia iU| in one epirit job, 249 

Lo, God is here! let as adore, % 

I«o, my Shepherd's hand divine, 19 

Love divine, all love ezcelUng , 3t 

Let every mortal ear attend* M 

IiOid» then hast won, at length I yield, 79 

Lord, who*a the happy man that may, 89 

Lord, what offering shall we bring, 90 

Let Pharisees of high esteem, 94 

Let men of high conceit and seal, 111 

Loffd, I believe a rest remains, 1S4 

Lord, let the gospel tidings spread, 199 

Lo, what a glorions sight appears, 191 

Look not npon the sparkling wine, 181 

Let Mammon hold, while Mammon can, t 199 

Lord, send thy word, and let it ma, 298 

Let warriors tremble, when they dare, "SM 

Lo! shameless on each vessel's deek, 987 

Let selfishness no more, 247 

Lord, snbdae onr selfish will, 260 

Labor fearless, labor fkithfal, 277 

JJSe ia a spaa, a fleeting hoar, 285 

Lotd, give me a place with the hnmblest of sakitf , 801 

Lord, dismiss ns wkh thy blessing, 808 

Lord, now we part in thy blest name , 806 

Lord, behold ns now retiring, 814 

Mf sonl shall praise thee, O, my God, 11 

Mjr God, permit my tongae, 27 

My dear Redeemer, and my Lord, 89 

Mist I my faith in Jesos constant show, 118 

My sonl lies cleaving to the dost, 119 

My God, my life, my love, < 128 



INDEX OF FIRST LIlfBS. 

My fleshly \nm I h&ta, 

My God! permit me not to be, 

My soul, praise the Lord, 

My Maker and my King , 

Mark the soft falling snow. 

May every year but draw more near^ 

My soul, awake, stretch every oetre, 

My soul, repeat his praise, 

'Mid scenes of confusion and creatare cmnplaiatfl. 

May the grace of Christ o'frflowmg. 

Now see the rebel raise his eyes. 
No sound of deadly strife, 
Neo-Resistants, raise the standard. 
No warlike sounds awoke the night. 
No war nor battle's sound, . 
Night«spread her starless robe around. 
Not individual souls alone, 
No( with the flashing steeU 
No field of victory won. 
Naked as from the earth we came, 

One prayer I have — all prayers in one, 
O clod, our strength, to thee the song, 
O, could I come to thee, my God, 
O^ that the Lord would guide my ways, 
O.thou, who hast at thy command^ 
One there is above all others, 
O, what amazing words of grace, 
O ^hon, whose tender mercy bears, 
Q God of grace, we come to thee* 
O, blessed souls are they, 
O cease, my wandering soul, 
Qv what a lovely thing to see, 
O God, our Father and our King, 



HfDSX OF FIRST USMB. 

HYMN. 

O, that the Lord would guide tny wayi,'. 120 

O Lord, oor scanty faith we mottm» 128 
O, for a closer walk with God, . 124 

O cease, my wandering sou), 186 

O Lord, our hearenly King, 140 

O, for a shout of sacred joy, 148 

0» praise ye the Lord, 184 

O'er the gloonay hills of darkness, 164 

O Lord, our God, arise, 165 

0*er mountain tops the mount of God, 167 

Oh! shun the bowl, when rich delight, 178 

O, treat the drunkard kindly, 184 

Oppression shall not always reign, 194 
O, deep was the anguish of the slave-mother's heart, 205 

O, weep, ye friends of freedom, weep, 207 

O Lord, whose forming hand one blood, 216 

Onward, though the world's impeding, 254 

O, may the day, the blissful day, 261 

O, thou blest Comforter! pore Spirit, hear, 262 

O, list to His words, they are treasures of love, 264 

Onward, through the mists of error, 269 

O, weary not, O, weary not, 276 

O, resignation, heavenly power, 281 

O^ Love divine, how sweet thou art, 298 

Once more, O Lord, let grateful praise, 308 

Braise, O, praise the name divine, \ 24 

Piraise for the glorious light, 186 

Pillows wet with tears of anguish, 191 

Peace! the welcome sound, proclaim, 226 
Pbof victims of war that by millions have perithtd^ 288 

Peace was the song the ai^els song, 286 

Peace! peace! thou raging sea, 241 

Peace be to this congregation, 818 

Pilgrims^ with pleasure let u part, 818 



iif»xx or nRST linb«. 

HTMIf. 

Rka, my soul, and ttrvtch thy wingi, , 81 

Kttiini, O wanderer — ^now ratnni, 59 

Kctnnit my wml, anco thy reit, 70 

Return » my roring heart, retam, 74 

Ranew me, O my God, within, 122 

Roll 00, Lord, the latter day, 168 

Rite, crowned with light, imperial Salem, riae, 172 

Searcher of hearts, to Thee are known, 7 

Songs of imnoortal praise, 14 

Shall he onr teacher be, 44 

Show pity» Lord; O Lord, fbrgive, 66 

So. let onr lips and lives express, 91 

Sovereign Rnler of the skies, 142 

Sovereign of worlds above, 166 

Soon may the last glad song arise^ 169 

Stay, mortal, stay! nor heedless thus, 187 

Shall kidnapped Afric's race, 197 

Shall suffering bondmen be forgot, . 204 

Shall tyranny and wealth, 251 

The heaven of heavens cannot contain, 8 

Through all the various shifting scene, 16 

The Lord is my Shepherd, no want, 18 

The God who reigns alone, 20 

Thou art the Way, to Thee alone, 41 

Think not the Prince of Peace, 45 

The law by Moses came, 48 

The Spirit in our hearts, 07 

The Prodigal, with streaming eyes, 62 

Thou Lord of aH above, 72 

^mes without number have I prayed, 78 

This world is not a fleeting show, 83 

This is the first and great command, 87 

Th* uplifted eye, and bended knee, 92 



iKBBi DF wiaar umu. 

Hn with tb« firat, the |reM coaimuMl, 
Thu i«itli tk* b^h and lollj one, 
Th« UMU or ebBTiir KitMdi, 
Thou ut EOT portioii, O my God, 
To God, Ibe oolj wwe, 
■ Ta our Almighty Maker, God, 
To God, thB mighly Lord, 
Thj n»me, Almiglitj Lord, 
TIwDgh now xhe nBiioneEii beneotlj, 
Tbe BWTD or peace ie beamiog, 
"ne reign of love ii baalenuig, 
l^re'a a good lime coming. 
There caniefar thePled|o, 
TaVa back the bowl. 
Touch not Ihe cop, ii ,ii daalh to thy moI, 

'Tib but a drop,' the father said. 
The happy ds; iidanoing. 
The fetters galled mj weary aonl, 
Tbri hour of freedom come it rooet. 
The bondmcD are free in the Ib1«i or the Quii 
To Freedom's cnuse, the canae of Unth, 
There ia an Btiiior rrom above, 
"ne angela anng o'er Jadah'a plain. 
Toiling in the earllilj vineyard, 
lliere i* a place of waveteaa reat. 
There ia an honr of peaeefal rest. 
The Lord into bis garden comes. 

Wherewith ahall I appioach the Lotd, * 
Welcome, aweel iluy of re<it. 
While Ihee I eeek prnleoting Power, 
When ahsll ihj love conalrain. 
Who ia thy aeigbbor } he whom thou. 
Wherefore abonld mail, frail child o( clay. 
Why abpold I paoM, when at my door. 



INDEX OF PIR8T LIBfES. 

HYMN. 

Whene'er to call the Savior niioe^ 127 

When all thy naercies, O my God, 137 

With all my powers of heart and tongue, 151 

When shall the voice of singing, * 16S 

Wake the song of Jubilee, 170 

When IsraePs God in his anger had spoken, 183 

What mean ye that ye bruise and bind, 208 

When first the Non-Resbtant name, 218 

When brutish men against yon rise, 220 

Whence come your wars, frail worms of dust, 234 

While thousands move with aching head, 243 

What might be done, if men were wise, 244 

What though the crowds who shout the word, 245 

What though the martyr die in flame, 267 
Waking every mom to duty, . 279 

Why do we mourn departing friends, 2S6 

Why weep for those, frail child of woe, 289 

We know thou hast gone to the home of thy rest, 290 

Where two or three together meet, 293 

Ye wretched, hungry, starving poor, 62 

Ye dying sons of men, 56 

Years are coming — speed them onward, 231 

Ye speak of independence, 232 

Ye working men of power,. 278 



HYMNS AND SONGS. 



DEVOTIONAL 



1, . L. M. Watts, 

1 Before Jehovah's awful throne, 
Ye nations bow with sacred joy ; 
Know that the Lord is God alone ; 
He can create and he destroy. 

2 We Are his people, we his care, 
Our souls and all our mortal frame : 
What fasting honors shall we rear, 
Almighty Maker, to thy name? 

3 We'll crowd thy gates with thankful songs ; 
High as the heavens oar voices raise ; 
And earth, with her ten thousand tongues. 
Shall fill thy courts with sounding praise. 

4 Wide as the world is thy command, 
Vast as eternity thy love ; 

Firm as a rock thy truth shall stand, 
When rolling years shall cease to move. 



DEFOTIONAL. 



^, L. M. Salisbury Col. 

1 Lo, God is here ! let us adore, 

And humbly bow before his face : , 

Let all within us feel his power, 
Let all within us seek his lyrrace. 

2 Lo, God is here ! Him day and night 
United ohoirs of angels sing : 

To him, enthroned above all height, 
Heaven's host their ifoblest homage bring. 

3 Being of beings ! may our praise 

Thy courts with grateful fragrance fill ; 
Still may we stand before thy face. 
Still hear and do thy sover^gn will. 



3. C. M. Drennan. 

1 The heaven of heavens cannot contain 

The universal Lord ; 
Yet he in humble hearts will deign 
To dwell and be adored. 

2 Where'er ascends the sacrifice 

Of fervent praise and prayer. 
Or on the earth, or in the skies. 
The God of heaven is there. 

3 His presence is diffused abroad, 

Through realms, through worlds unknown; 
Who seek the mercies of our God 
Are ever near his throne. 



DEVOTIONAL. 



4, C. M. Broivn. 

1 Wherewith shall I approach the Lord, 
And bow before his throne ? 
Oh 1 how procure his kind regard, 
And for my guilt atone? 

. 2 Shall altars flame, and victims bleed. 
And spicy fumes ascend ? 
Will these xny earnest wish succeed. 
And make my God my friend ? 

3 O no, my soul I 'twere fruitless all ; 

Such offerings are vain : 
No fatlings from the field or stall 
His favor can obtain. 

4 To men their rights I must allow. 

And proofs of kindness give ; 
To God with humble reverence bow. 
And to his glory live. 

, 5 Hands that are clean, and hearts sincere. 
He never will despise ; 
And cheerful duty he'll prefer 
To costly sacrifice. 

5, S. M. Watts, 

1 Welcome, sweet day of rest, 
That saw the Lord arise ; 
Welcome to this reviving breast, 
And these rejoicing eyes ! 

3 The King himself comes near, 
And feasts his saints to-day ; 
Here we may sit, and see him here. 
And love, and praise, and pray. 
I* 



DEVOTIONAL. 

3 One day amidst the place 

Where ray dear Lord hath been, 
Is sweeter than ten thousand days 
Of pleasurable sin. 

4 My willing soul would stay 

In such a frame as this ; 
And sit and sing herself away 
To everlasting bliss. 

6. S. M. Wat 

1 Come we that love the Lord, 

And let our joys be known : 
Join in a song of sweet accord, 
And thus surround his throne. 

2 The sorrows of the mind 

Be banished from the place : 
Religion never was designed 
To make our pleasures less. 

3 The men of grace have found 

Glory begun below ; 
Celestial fruits, on earthly ground. 
From faith and hope may grow. 

4 Then let our songs abound. 

And every tear be dry : 
We're marching through Immanuel's.grour 
To fairer worlds on high. 



^^ L. M. 6 L. MONTG 

1 Searcher of hearts, to thee are known 
The inmost secrets of my breast; 
At home, abroad, in crowds, alone, 



DBYQTIONAL. 

Thou mark'st my rising and my rest, 
My thoughts far off through every maze, 
Source, ptream and issue, — all my ways. 

3 How from thy presence should I go. 
Or whither from thy spirit flee, 
Since all above, around, below, 
-Exist in thine immensity ? 
If up to heaven I take my way, 
I. meet thee in eternal day ; 

3 If in the grare I make my bed 

With worms and dust, lo, thou art there ; 
If, on the wings of morning sped, 
Beyond the ocean I repair, 
I feel thine all-controlling will. 
And thy right hand uphdds me still. 

4 How precious are thy thoughts of peace. 
Oh God, to me ! how great the sum ! 
New every morn, they never cease ; 
They were, they are, and yet shall come 
In number and itf compass, more 

Than ocean's sand, or ocean's shore. 



8. C. M. Watts. 

1 £arly, my God,, without delay, 

I haste to seek thy face. 
My thirsty spirit faints away. 
Without thy cheering grace. 

2 So pilgrims on the scorching sand, 

Beneath a burning sky, 
Long for a cooling stream at hand. 
And they must drink or die. 



DBTOTIONAL. 

3 Not life itself, with all 'its joys, 

Can roj best passions move, 
Nor raise so high ray cheerful roice. 
As thy forgiving love. 

4 Thus till my last expiring day, 

I'll bless my God and King ; 
Thus will I lift my hands to pray, 
And tune my lips to sing. 



9, L. M. Spirit Of Psalms., 

1 Father of spirits ! Nature*s God ! 
Our inmost thoughts are known to thee ; 
Thou, Lord, canst hear each idle word, 
And every private action see. * 

2 Could we on morning's swiftest wings 
Pursue our flight through trackyen air. 
Or dive beneath deep ocean's springs. 
Thy presence still would meet us there. 

3 In vain may guilt attempt to fly. 
Concealed beneath the pall of night ; 
One glance from thy all-piercing eye 
Can kindle darkness into light. 

4 Search thou our hearts, and there destroy 
Each evil thought, each secret sin ; ' 
And fit us for those realms of joy, ^ 
Where nought impure shall enter in. 

10. C. M. Watts. 

1 In all my vast concerns with thee, 
In vain my soul would trv 
To shun thy presence. Lord, or flee 
The notice of thine eye. 



Dl^VOTIONAL. 

2 Thine ali-sarrounding sight surveys 

My rising and my rest ; 
My pubiic walks, my private ways, 
And secrets of my breast. 

3 My thoughts lie open to the Lord, 

Before they're formed within ; 
And. ere my lips pronounce the word, 
He knows the sense 1 mean. 

4 O wond'roQs knowledge, deep and hi^h, 

Where can a treature hide ? 
Within thy circling arms I lie. 
Beset on every side. 

5 So let thy grace surround me still, 

And like a bulwark prove, 
To guard my soul from every ifl. 
Secured by sovereign love. 



U« O. M. Heginbotram. 

1 Mt soul shall praise thee, O my God ! 

Through all my mortal days; 
And to eternity prolong 
Thy vast, Ihy boundless pjraise. 

2 In each bright hour of peace and hope, 

Be this my sweet employ : 
Devotion heightens all my bliss, 
And sanctifies my joy. 

3 When gloomy care or keen distress 

Invade my throbbing breast, 
My tongue shall learn to speak thy praise. 
And soothe my pains to rest 



DBVOffONAL. 



4 Nor shall my tcmgue alone proclaim 
The honors of my God ; 
My life, with all tkiy aetiire powers, 
Shall spread thy praise i|broad. 



x2* CM. Montgomery. 

1 One prayer I have, — all prayers in one, — 

When I am wholly thine ; 
Thy will, my God, thy will be done,. 
And let that will be min^. 

2 All-wise, almighty, atid all-good. 

In tnee I firmly trost ; 
Thy ways unknown, or understood. 
Are merciful and just. 

3 May I remember that to thee. 

Whatever 1 have I owe ; 
And back in gratitude from me. 
May all thy bounties flow. 

4 Thy gifts are only then enjoyed, 

When used as talents lent ; 
Those talents only well employed. 
When in thy service i^ent. 

5 And though thy wisdom takes away, 

Shall I arraign thy will 1 
No, let me bless thy name, and say, 
** The Lord is gracious still." 

13. S. M. Watts, 

1 How perfect is thy word ! 

And all thy judgments just ! 
Forever sure thy promise, Lord, 
And men secureljr trust. 



BEVOnONAL. 

2 My gracious God, how plain 

Are thy directions given ! 
O may I never read in vain, 
But find the path to heaven. 

3 I hear thy word with love, 

And I would fain obey ; 
Send thy good Spirit from above. 
To guide me, lest I stray. 

4 While with my heart and tongue 

I spread thy praise abroad. 
Accept the worship and the song, 
My Savior and my God. 



14. C. M. Watts. 

1 Songs of immortal praise belong 

To my almighty God ; 
He has my heart, and he my tongue. 
To spread his name abroad. 

2 How great the works his hand hath wrought! 

How glorious in our sight ! 
Good men in every age have sought 
His wonders with delight. 

3 Nature and time, and earth and skies. 

Thy heavenly skill proclaim ; 
What shall we do to make us wise, 
But learn to read thy name ? 

4 To fear thy power, to trust thy grace. 

Is our divinest skill ; 
And he's the wisest of our race. 
That best obeys thy will. 



DEVOTIONAL. 



}^« C. H. Spirit OF Psalms. 

1 O God, our strength, to thee the song 

With grateful hearts we raise ; 
To thee, and thee alone, belong 
All worship, love, and praise. 

2 In trouble's dark and stormy hour 

Thine ear hath heard our prayer ; 
And firracioUsly thine arm of power 
Hath saved us from despair. 

3 And thou, O ever gracious Lord, 

Wilt keep thy promise still. 
If, meekly hearkening to thy word. 

We seek to do thy will. " ^^ 

4 Led by the light thy grace imparts, 

Ne'er may we bow the knee 
To idols, which our wayward hearts 
Set up instead of thee. 

5 So shall thy choicest gifls, O Lord, 

Thy faithful people bless ; 
For them shall earth its stores afford. 
And Heaven its happiness. 



J.O. L. M. Anonymous. 

1 Through all the various shilling scene 
Of life's mistaken ill or good. 

Thy hand, O God, conducts unseen 
The beautiful vicissitude. 

2 Thou givest with paternal care. 
However unjustly we complain. 
To all their necessary share 

Of joy and sorrow, health and pain. 



DEVOTIONAL. 



3 All tbiogrg on eaith, and all in heaven. 
On thine eternal will depend : 

And all for greater good were given, 
Woald man pursue the appointed end. 

4 Be this my care ! — to all beside 
Indifferent let my wishes be ; 
Passion be calm, and dumb be pride, 
And fixed my soul, great God ! on thee. 



17. 



L. M, KiFPis. 



1 Great God ! in vain man's narrow view 
Attempts to look thy nature through ; 
Our laboring powers with reverence own 
Thy glories never can be known. 

2 Not the high seraph's mighty thought, 
Who countless years his God has sought, 
Such wondrous height or depth can find, 
Or fully trace thy boundless mind. 

3 And yet thy kindness deigns to show 
Enough for mortal minds to know ; 
While wisdom, goodness, power divine, 
Through all thy works and conduct shine. 

4 O ! may our souls with rapture trace 
Thy works of nature and. of grace ; 
Explore thy sacred truth, and s*til] 
Press on to know and do thy will. 



DEYOTIONAI^. 



1 Is. M. Montgomery 



18. 

1 The Lord is my shepherd, no want shall I know , 
I feed in green pastures, safe folded I rest ; 
He leadeth my soal where the still waters flow ; 
Restores me when wandering, redeems when 

oppressed. 

2 Through the valley and shadow of death tho' 

I stray, 
Since thou art my guardian, no evil I fear ; 
Thy rod shall defend me, thy staff be my stay, 
No harm can befall, with my Comforter near. 

3 In the midst of affliction my table is spread ; 
With blessings unmeasured my cup runneth 

o'er; 
With perfume and oil thou anointest my head ; 

what shall I ask of thy providence more ? 

4 Let goodness and mercy, my bountiful God, 
Still follow my steps till I meet thee above ; 

1 seek, by the path which my forefathers trod 
Through the land of their sojourn, thy kingdom 

of love. 



19. 7s. M. Merrick. 

1 Lo, my Shepherd's hand divine ! 
Want shall never more be mine : 
In a pasture fair and large 

He shall feed his happy charge. 

V 

2 When I faint with summer's heat. 
He shall lead my weary feet 

To the streams that, still and slow, 
Through the verdant meadows flow. 



OETOTIONAL. 

3 He my soul anew shall frame, 
And, his mercy to proclaim, 
When through devious paths I stray, 
Teach my steps the better way. 

4 Thou my plenteous board hast spread. 
Thou with oil refreshed my head : 
Filled by thee my cup overflows ; 
For thy love ao limit knows. 

5 Constant, to my latest end. 
Thou my footsteps shalt attend, 
And shalt bid thy hallowed dome, 
Yield me an eternal home. / 



^Q. 6s. M. Drummond. 

1 The God who reigns alone 

O'er earth, and sea, and sky, 
Let man with praises own, 
And sound his honors high. 

2 Him all in heaven above, 

Him all on earth below, 
The exhaustless source of love, 
The great Creator know. 

3 He formed the living flame, 

He gave the reasoning mind ; 
Then only He may claim 
The worship of mankind. 

4 So taught his only Son, 

Blest messenger of grace 
The Eternal is but one, 
No second holds his place. 



DEVOTIONAL. 



2lx« 78.M. Salis. Ck>L. 

1 Holy, holy, holy Lord ! 

Be thy glorious name adored ; 
Lord, thy mercies never fail ; 
Hail, celestial goodness, hail !.^ 

2 Though unworthy. Lord, thine ear 
Deign our humble songs to hear ; 
Purer praise we hope to bring, 
When around thy throne we sing. 

3 Lord, thy mercies never fail ; 
Hail, celestial goodness, hail ; 
Holy, holy, holy Lord ! 

Be thy glorious name adored. 



22« 4 C. M. A. Ballou. 

1 O, could I come to thee, my God, 

From every care away, 
And kiss thy sin-correcting rod. 
And make thy love my stay ! 

2 Then in the bosom of thy grace, 

I'd lay me meekly down. 
The waters of salvation taste. 
And all my sorrows drown. 

3 O then my soul's delight should be 

To keep thy heavenly law, 
To yield myself entire to thee. 
In love and filial awe. 

4 Then pure philanthropy would flow 

With piety along, 
A balmy stream for every woe. 
Redress for every wrong. 



DEVOTIONAL. 



23* I^ M* Birmingham Col. 

1 Father, adored in worlds above ! 
Thy glorious name be hallowed still ; 
Thy kingdom come in truth and love; 
And earth, like heaven, obey thy will. 

Q Lord, make our daily wants thy care; 
Forgive ihe sins which we forsake : 
In thy compassion let as share, 
As fellow men of ours partake. 

3 Evils beset us every hour ; 

Thy kind protection we implore, 
Thine is the kingdom, thine the power. 
The glory thine for evermore. 



^4:» "^s* ^I- Merrick. 

1 pRAfRE, O praise the name divine, 
Praise him at the hallowed shrine ; 
Let the firmament on high 

To its Maker's praise reply. 

2 All who vital breath enjoy. 

In his praise that breath employ. 
And in one great chorus join ; 
Praise, O praise the name divine. 



25. CM. H. M. Williams. 

1 While thee I seek, protecting Power! 
Be my vain wishes stilled ; 
And may this consecrated hour 
With better hopes be filled. 



DETOTIONAU 

2 Thy love the power of thought bestowed ; 

To thee my thoughts would soar ; 
Thy mercy o'er my life has flowed — 
That mercy I adore ! 

3 In each event of life, how clear 

Thy ruling hand I.see ! 
Each blessing to my soul more dear, 
Because conferred by thee. 

4 In every jpy that crowns my days, 

In every pain I bear, 
My heart shall find delight in praise, 
Or seek relief in prayer. 

5 When gladness wings my favored hour. 

Thy love my thoughts shall fill : 
Resigned, when storms of sorrow lower, 
My soul shall meet thy will. 

6 My lifted eye, without a tear, 

The gathering storm shall see : 
My steadfast heart shall know no fear ;— 
That heart shall rest on thee ! 



26. 8s. d& 7s. Wesley's C( 

I Love divine, all love excelling, 

Joy of heaven, to earth come down ; 
Fix in us thy humble dwelling, 

All thv faithful mercies crown. 
Father ! thou art all compassion. 

Pure, unbounded love thou art; 
Visit. us with thy salvation. 

Enter every longing heart. 



DWfommAtu 

2 Breathe, O breathe thy loving Spirit 

into every troubled breast ; ^'^ 

Let us aJI in thee inherit, 

* Left ti# fmd thy promised rest. 
Come, almighty to deliver, 

Let ys aM thy life reeeive,' 
Graciously come down, and never, 
Never more thy temples leave. 



I • 






. '» 



27* S. M. Watts. 

1 My God, permit my tongxie 

This joy, to call thee mine ; 
And let my early cries prevail 
To tastQ.tby love diviiie. > 

2 My thirsty, fainting soul 

Thy mercy does implore ; 
Not travelers in desert lands 
Can pant for water more. 

3 For Jife without thy love 

No relish can afford ; - 
No joy can be compared to this, 
To serve and please the Lord. 

4 Since thou hast been my help, 

To thee riiy spirit flies^ 
And on thy watchful providence 
My cheerful hope relies. 

5 The shadow ef thy wings 

My soul in safety keeps : 
I follow where my Father leads. 
And he supports mj steps. 
2 






DSTOTUmAX^ 



28, C. M. Watts. 

1 O THAT the Ijord would guide mj ways 

To keep his statutes still ! , 
O that my God would grant me grace 
To know and do his will ! 

2 O send thy Spirit down to write 

Thy law upon my heart ! 
Nor let my tongue indulge deceit, 
Nor act the liar's part. 

3 From vanity turn off mine eyes ; 

Let no corrupt design, 
Nor covetous desires, arise 
Within this soul of mine. 

4 Order my footsteps by thy word. 

And make ray heart sincere ; 
Let sin have no dominion, Lord, 
But keep my conscience clear. 

5 Make me to walk in thy commands ; 

Tis a delightful road ; 
Nor let my head, or heart, or hands, 
Offend against my God. 



20* C. M. Cappb's CJol. 

1 Eternal Source of lifb and light, 
Supremely good and wise. 
To thee we bring our grateful vowS| 
To thee lift up our eyes. 

it Our dark and erring minds illume 
With truth's celestial rays; 
Inspire our hearts with saertid love. 
And tuna Qur lips to praise. 



|>B¥^Tl«irAL. 

3 Safely conduct ««,• by thy flttM, 
Througb- ltfe'« perpleoil^ row! ; 
And plac(» ut, when thatiooriiey's a'ar, 
At thy right hand, O God ! 

30« ^* ^* Mr8. Cott^rill. 

1 O THOU, who hast at thy eommaiid 
Theliearts of all men in thy hand! 
Our wayward, errinsr hearts incline 
To have no other will but thine. 

3 Our wishes, our desires, control ; 
Mould every purpose of the soynl ; 
0*er all may we victorious be 
That stands between ourselves and thee. 

3 Thrice blest will all our blessings be. 
When we can look through them to thee ; 
When each glad heart its tribute pays 
Of love, and gratitude, and praise. 

4 And while we to thy glory live, 
May we to thee all glory give. 
Until the final summons come, 
That calls thy willing servants home. 



31. 7S&68M. Ripfok's Col. 

1 Rise, my soul, and stretch thy wings. 

Thy better portion trace ; 
Rise from transitory things, 

Towards heaven, thy native place. 
Sun, and moon, and stars decay ; 

Time shall soon this earth remove ; 
Rise, my soul, and haste away 

To seats prepared above. 



S Rivers loathe oetmi roii, -- 
Nor>ttay in M their course ; 

Fire, ascendiiig, seeks the sun.; 
Both speed them to their sT)urce. 

So a soul that's bora of God, 
PaQts to yiew his glorious face ; 

UpAvard tends to his abode, 

To rest in his einbraoe. 

•. . • . • 

3 Fly, my riches, fly, my cares, 

While I thkt course explore; 
Flattering World, with all your snares, 

Solicit me no more. 
Pilgriras^x not here their home ; 

Strangers tarry but a night : 
When the last dear morn shall come. 

We'll rise to glorious light. 

4 Cease. J^ pilgrims, cease to mourn, 

, Pr^ss onward to the prize ; 
Soon the. Savior will return, 

Triumphant through the skies. 
Yet a season, and you know, 

Happy entrance will be given ; 
All your sorrows left below, 

And earth fexchangecf for heaven. 



w • 






II. JESUS CHRISj;. . .. 

I 



02S« 11* M. , : . pACfMMOND. 

1 A VOICE from the desert comes awful aiy)^ slirill ; 
The Lord is advancing! prepare ye'th8 way ! 
The word of Jebovi^ he comes to..f^lfil^ . 
And o'er the dark world po^s ibe. splendor of day. 

2 Bring doWh the proud mountain, though tower- 

ing to heaven,' 
And be the low valley exalted on high : 
The rough path and crooked be made smQO^b 

and even, . . - J i - 

For, Zion ! your King, your Redeemer is nigh. 

3 The beams of salvation his progress iHame ; 
The lone dreary wilderness sings of >her Lord ; 
The rose and the myrttethsre suddenly bloom, 
And the olive of peace spreads its branches 

abroad. i ' : 



/ ■ I 



33« • G.M. Ch; P«ALM1ST. 

1 Behold my servant ; sect faim ris^ 

Exalted in my might! . . ; t 
Him have I cbosei^, and iQ Hini, .. 
I plaqe supreme delight^, ;;.,,, 

2 On him, in ric^ effusion po^re^^. ... 

M^ Spirit sbaUdescei^d; ... ..| 
My truths and ^ttdg^iep^ UbjM\^w% 



JBtUf CHRIST. 

3 Gentle and still shall be his voice ; 

No threats from him proceed ; 
The smoking thx he will not quench, 
Nor break the bruised reed. 

4 The feeble spark to flames he'll raise ; 

The weak will not despise ; 
Judgment shall he bring forth to truth. 
And make the fallen rise. 

5 The progress of his zetH and power 

Shall nerer know decline, 
Till foreign lands and distant ii^es 
Receife the law dif ine. 



34* 8s ^ 7s M. Cawoop. 

1 HAftK ! what mean those holy f oices, 
Sweetly soondingtbroagh the skies? 
Lo 1 Ihe angelic bMt rejoices ; 
Heavwily hallehijahs rise. 

8 Listen to the wondrous story, 

Which they chant in hymns of joy : 
• Glory in the highest — ^glory ! 
Gku7 be to God most high ! 

8 ' Peace on elirth, good will from heaven. 
Reaching far as man is found : 
Souls redeemed and sins forgiven :-^ 
Loud our gdden harps shall sound. 

4 ^ Christ is born, the gi^at anointed ; 
Heaven and earth his praises sing ! 
O receive whom God appointed, 
^ For your ProphiA^ fHM, and King.' 



5 Let tittetm tte woodroiM ttorjr 
Of our great Redeemer's birth ; 
Spread the favightneBs of bis giorj^ 
Till it coTer dl the earth. 

35. ^' M. . Watts. 

1 Hark ! the glad sound, the Sa?ior oooes, 

The Savior promised long \ 
Let >eTery heart prepare a throne. 
And every voice a song. 

2 On him the Spirit, largely poqred. 

Exerts its sacred fire ; 
Wisdom and might, and zeal and love» 
His holy breast inspire. 

. 3 He comes, from thickest films of vice 
To clear the mental ray ; 
And on the eye-balls of the blind 
To pour celestial day. 

4 

4 He conies the broken heart to bind, 

The bleeding soul to core ; 
And with the treasure of his grace 
Enrich the humble poor. 

5 Our glad hosannas. Prince of Peace, 

Thy welcome shall proclaim ; 
And heaven's eternal arches ring 
With thy beloved name. 



36. L.M. Watts. 

1 Juua shall reign where'er the snU 
Does his successive journies run : 
His kingdom stretch from shore to shore^ 
Till mooQ» shall wax aad wane no more. 



2 For him shail endless prayer be iD«de, 
And praiees throog to crowa his head; 
His name, like sweet perfume^ shall rislr 
With every morning sacrifice. < 

3 People and realms of every tongue 

D^ell on his Ipve with sweetest song ; . ^ . V 
And infant voices shall proclaim 
' Their early blessings on his name. 

4 Blessings abound where'er he reigns ; 
The prisoner leaps toloose his chains, 
The weary find eternal rest, ^ 
A'nd all the sons of want are blest. . 

5 Let every creature rise and bring 
Peculiar honors to our King ; ■ i 
Angels descend with songs again,. 
Alia earth repeat the long amen. 



O #• H. M. A. Ballou. 

1 Behold 4he royal Stem, , t 

From Jesse's ancient roo^, . ;. ; 

Begins his heavenly reign, .. ^ ' 

^d drops qelestial frujt *^— 

With wisdom crowned^ 

And might divine, 

His counsels shine 

• , * ■ 

The world around. ' * 
« 

2 By him the loiig oppressed, ^ ,t 

And all th% suffering poor, * ^' 

Shall find their wrongs redressed, . 
A«d every right seoore I'v^ 
He'll plead rtheir oause^ 
. Dissolve (heir obaiasy 



^MDft. CHftiWt, 



I » 



. Rdiere their ptina,. 
And bless their joyt. 

3^ A Oodhead fulness dwells 
M^ihin his human form, 
. !Whjioh fierce rebellion quells, • 
And stills the wildest storm :^^ 
Beneath his feet 
His prostrate foes 
Deplore their woes, 

Till all submit. 

i r 

4 Thus violence shall cease 

Throughout the spacious earth, . 
And universal peace 
COniplete a glorious birth : — 
Nor aught destroy 

In- Christ^s domain, ' • ' 
< i Nor auglit give pain, 
Nor sin annoy. 



38« CM. BInpield. 

1 BfiHOLDT, where In a mortal form 

Appears each grace divine ; i 
The virtues all in Jesus met, . . * 

, With mildest radiance shine. 

2 To spread the rays' of heavenly light, . . 

To gl^^e the mourner joy, 
To preach glad tidings to the poor, 

Whs bis: divine ^employ. , (| t 

3 'Midst keen reproach, and cruel scorn^ , 

Patient and meek be stood ; 
His foes,, ungrateful, sought, bis life,; 
He laboc^ fgr vbeir good,.. . » 



4 In the last iKRir of deep dntreis. 

Before bia Ftther's throne, 
With soul resigned, he bowed and said, 
* Thy will, not. mine, be done.' 

5 Be Christ our pattern, he our guide ! 

His image may we bear ! 

O may we tread his holy stept, 

His joy and glory share ! 



39. L- M. Watts. 

1 My dear Redeemer, and my Lord, 
I read my duty in thy word : 

But in thy life the law appears. 
Drawn out in lif ing characters. 

2 Such was thy truth, and such thy zeal. 
Such deference to thy Father's will. 
Such love, and meekness so divine, 

I would transcribe, and make them mine. 

# 

3 Cold mountains, and the midnight air, 
'Witnessed the fervor of thy prayer ; 

The desert thy temptations knew, 
Thy coijfiict^ and thy victory too. 

4 Be thou my pattern ; may I bear 

More -of thy gracious image here ; <i 
Then God, the Judge, shall >own my name 
Amongst the followers of the Lamb. 

4:0« ^* M. Cfl. PsALMODlr. 

1 Jesva ! exalted far on high. 
To whom^ a name is given ; 
A name surpassing every name, 
Renowned m earth or heafren ! 




2 Before thy throne shall e?erj knee 

Bow down with one accord : 
Before thy throne shall e? ery tongue 
Confaw that thou art Lord. 

3 Oh ! may the mind in us be formed^ 

Which shone so bright in thee; 
An humble, Bieek» and lowly niiiidy 
From pride and envy free I 

4 To others we would stoop, and learn 

To emulate thy love ; 
So shall we bear thine image here. 
And share thy throne above. 



41. 



C. M. Ch. Psalmody^ 



1 Thou art the way — to thee alone 

From sin and death we flee ; 
And he who would the Father seek, 
Must seek him, Lord, by thee, 

2 Thou art the truth — thy word alone. 

True wisdom can impart ; 
Thou only canst inform the mind, 
And purify the heart. 

3 Thou art the life — the rending tomb 

Proclaims thy conquering arm, 
And those who put their trust in thee 
Nor death nor hell shall harm. 

4 Tboo art the way, the truth, the life ; 

Grant us that way to know, 
That troth to keep— that life to win. 
Whose joys etemaK iow. 



jr^?Uf., CH^T, 



1 ■ ^ 

43ti0 '^^ ^ ^^ Psalmody. 

■'■.'■• • . ' • ■• 

1 Christ, whose glory fills the skies, 

Christ the true, the only light. 
Sun of Righteousness, arise, 

Triumph o'er the shades of night f 
Day-s[>ring from on high, be near,* 
Day-star, in my heart appean 

2 Dark and cheerless is the morn, 

If thy light is hid fr6m me; 
Joyless is the day's return, 

Till thy mek-cy'd beams I see ; 
Till thy inward light impart 

Gladness to my eyes and heart. 

1 -. 

3 Visit, then, this soul of mine, 

Pierce the gloom of sirt and grief j 
Fill me, radiant Sun divine ! 

Scatter al! my unbelief: 
More and more thyself dis[^ay. 
Shining to the perfect day. 



4o« 8s & 7s M. Ch. Psalmody. 

1 One there is above all otliers. 

Well deserves the nanie of Friend.: 
His is love beyoi^d a brother's, 1 * 

Costly— free— and kni>ws ho end. 
Which of all our friends, to save UiS,. ? 

Could or would have 4he4 his blood ? 
Bat this Savior died to have us< 

Reconcile in i^u^S^ God. -r 



■ 

2 When be lived on earth abated, 

Friend of Dinners was bi^ name.; 
Now, above al! glorjr rai9edy 

He rejoices in the same. 
Oh, for grace p^r hearts to soften ! . 

Te;ich us, X*oxi, at length to love ; 
We, alas ! forget too often 

What a f^riend we have above* 



44. H. M. A, H. Price. 

1 Shall he our teacher be, 

Jesus the true, the good». . . 
Whose stainless purity 

The tempter's wiles withstood ; 
Or shall we trust in forms and creeds,*' '^ ' " 
As refuge sure from evil deeds ? 

2 He bade us bless our foe, 

And love return for hate, 
Non anger rudely show, 

But in calm patience wait ; 
Thus shall our feet securely rest 
Upon a rock, forever blest. 

3 Jesus^ how safe thy love 

When storms of ill assail ! 
No fear our souls cap move. 

No racing foes prevail : 
Thou badst the power to still the .wave, 
And thou the trusting soul canst save. 

AM. ' ''*?• 

4td« S* ^I- ^' Ballov. 

1 Think not the Prince of Peace 
The world's tame flatterer came. 
By compromise to soothe and please , 
Its carnal-minded train. 



2 Not so coiiU iKft redeem 

Our lost an4 goiUj. race ; . 
Not 80 complete the waadroim scbeme 
Of all-restoring grace. 

3 TboogV harmless as a doT^, 

And reigning but to bless, 
He wields a SpiriUswcrd in lore, 
That pierces e?erj breast. 

4 Trath is the flaming blade, ; 

With which his faithful hand 

Divides the Jiving from the dead, 

And cuts each hateful band. 

1 Go to dark Gethsemene, 

Ye that feel temptation's power. 
Your Redeemer's conflict see, 
Watch with him one bitter hour,. 
Turn not from his griefs away. 
Learn of Jesus Christ to praj< 

^ Follow to the judgment-hall, 
View the Lord of life arraigned,* 
O, the wormwood and the gall ! 
O, the pangs his sdiil sustained ! 
Shun not suffering, ahame or loss. 
Learn of him to bear the croiss. 



47. 



I^ M. GusoG. 



1 Jesus, and can it ever be, 
A mortal man ashamed of thee t 
Scorned be the thought by rich and p«or ; 
My soul shall scorn it more and more. 



JMf V» CSMIV. 

2 Ashamed of Jesas ! yes, I may, 
When I've no sinato wash away, 
No tear to wipe, no joy to cra?e, 
No fe^ to quell, no soul to «a?e. 

3 Ashamed of Jesns ! that dear friend, 
On whom my hopes of heaven depend 7 
No ; when I blash, be this my shame, 
That I no more revere his name. 

4 Till then — nor is my boasting vaiti— 
Till then I boast a Savior slain ; 
And O, may this my glory be, 

That Christ is not ushained of me I 



48. S. M. Watts, 

# 

1 Tbe law by Moses came : 

But peace and truth and lore 
Were brought by Christ, a nobler name, 
Descending from above. 

2 Amidst the house of God 

Their different works were done ; 
Hoses a faithful servant stood, 
But Christ a faithful Son. 

3 Then to his new commands 

Be strict obedience paid ; 
O'er all his Father's house he stands, 
Tbe sovereign and the head. 



iC8ir«' cnnttrt. 



• r ; 



49. L. M. A. d. Coxi. 

1 How beauteous were the marks divirrcf, 
That, in thy. meekness U9ed to 9hine, 
Xhat lit thy lonely pathway, trod 

In woadrous love* O Son of God ! 

2 O, who like thee, — so calm, sd bright, 
So pure» so fraught with heavenly hght ? 
O, who like thee did ever go ^ 
So patient through a, world of woe ? 

3 O, who like thee so huthhiy bore 
The scorn, the scoffs of men before? 
So meek, forgiving, godlike, high, 

• Sq glorious in humility ? ^ ; 

4 And death, which sets the-prisoner free, . 
Was pang and scofif and scorn to thee ; 
Yet love through all thy torture glowed. 
And mercy with thy life-blood flowed. 

5 O, in thy light be mipe to go. 
Illuming all my way of woe; 

And give me ever on the road *^i 

To trace thy footsteps^ Son of Qod ! 



III. WARNING AND INVITATION. 



50. L. M. 

1 Comb, sinners, saith the mighty God, 
Abhorrent as your crimes have been, 
Lo, I descend from mine abode, 

To reason with the sons of men. 

2 No clouds of darkness veil my face, 
No vengeful lightnings flash around ; 
I come with terms of life and peace ; 
Where sin hath reigned, let grace abound. 

3 Yes, Lord, we will obey thy call. 
And to thy gracious sceptre bow ; 
O, make our crimson sins like wool. 
Our scarlet guilt like stainless snow. 

4 So shall our thankful lips repeat 
Thy praises with a tuneful voice. 
While humbly prostrate at thy feet. 
We wonder, tremble, and rejoice. 



51. 88, 7s & 4s M. 

1 Come, ye sinners, poor and wretched. 
Heavenly mercy now implore ; 
Jesus ready stanpls to save you, 
Full of pity,ioin'd with power ; 

He is able, 
He is willing ; doubt no more. 
s 



WARNING AND INVITATION. 

2 Let not conscience make you linger, 

Nor of fitness fondly dream ; 
All the Jitness he requireth, 
Is to feel your need of him ; 

This he gives you ; 
' Tis his Spirit's rising beam. 

3 Come, ye weary, heavy laden, 

Lost and ruined in your thrill ! 
If you tarry till you're better, 
You will never come at all. 

Not the righteous — 
Sinners Jesus came to call. 



52. CM. 

1 Ye wretched, hungry, starving poor, 

Behold a royal feast ! 
Where. mercy spreads her bounteous stor 
For every humble guest. 

2 See, Jesus stands with open arms ; 

He calls, he bids you come ; 
Guilt holds you back, and fear alarms ; 
But see, there yet is room. 

Z O, c6me, and with his ransomed taste 
The blessings of his love ; x 
While hope attends the sweet repast, 
Of nobler joys above. 

4 There, with united heart and voice, 
before th* eternal throne, 
Ten thousand thousand souls re|pic0« 
la eestacies unknown. 



WARNING AND INVITATION. 



53. C. M. Watts. 

1 Let every mortal ear attend, 

And every heart rejoice; 
The trumpet of the gospel sounds. 
With an inviting voice. 

2 Ho ! all ye hungry, starving souls, 

Who feed upon the wind, 
And vainly strive" with earthly toys 
To fill th* immortal mind — 

3 Eternal wisdom has prepared 

A soul-reviving feast ; 
And bids your longing appetites 
The rich provision taste. 

4 Ho ! ye that pant for living streams, 

And pine away and die ; 
Here you may quench your raging thirst 
With streams that never dry. 

5 The happy gates of gospel grace. 

Stand open night and day ; 
Lord, we are come to seek supplies. 
And drive our wants away. 



04« 7s M. Barbavld. 

1 Comb ! said Jesus' sacred voice, 
Come and make my paths your choice ; 
I will guide you to your home ; 
Weary pilgrims, hither come 1 
8» 



WAENIN6 AND INFITATION. 

2 Thoii who houseless, sole, forlorn, 
Long hast borne the'proud world's scorn ; 

' Long hast roamed the barren waste, 
Weary pilgrim, hither haste. 

3 Ye by fiercer anguish torn, 

In remorse for guilt who mourn. 
Here resign your heavy care : 
A wounded spirit who can bear ? 

4 Sinner, come ! for here is found 
Balm that flows for every wound ; 
Peace that ever shall endure, 
Rest, eternal, sacred, sure. 



55. H. M. ^ TOPLADT. 

1 Blow ye the trumpet, blow, 

The gladly solemn sound ; 
Let all the nations know, * 

To earth's remotest bound, 
The year of Jubilee is come ; 
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home. 

2 Jesus, our great High Priest, 

Hath full provision made ; 
Ye weary spirits, rest ; 

Ye mournful souls, be glad ; 
The year of Jubilee is come ; 
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home. 

3 Ye who have sold for nought 

Your heritage above. 
Come take it back unbought, 

The gift of Jesus' love ; 
The year of Jubilee is come ; 
Return, ye raqsomed sinners, home. 



I 



WARNING AND INTITATION. 



06« H. M. Ch. Psalmodt. 

1 Ye dying sons of men, 

Immerged in guilt and woe ! 
Now mercy calls again. 

Its message is to you ! 
Ye perishing and gailty^ come ! 
In mercy's arms there yet is room. 

2 No longer now delay, 

Nor vain exQuses frame ; 
Christ bids you come to-day, 

Though poor, and blind, and lame : 
All things are ready — sinners, come 1 
For every trembling soul there's room. 

3 Drawn by his dying love, 

Ye wandering sheep, draw near ! 
He calls you from above, 

The Shepherd's voice now hear : 
To him whoever will may come. 
In Jesus' arms there yet is room, 



Of* 3* ^* ^^' Psalmodt. 

1 The Spirit, in our hearts. 

Is whispering * Sinner, come ;' 
The bride, the church of Christ, proclaims. 
To all his children * Come !' 

2 Let him that heareth say 

To all about him, ' Come !' 
Let him that thirsts for righteousness. 
To Christ, the fountain, come. 



WAJKNINO ANP INVITATION. 

3 Yes, whosoever will, 

O let bim freelj come, 
* And freely drink the stream of life ; ' 
'Tis Jesus bids him come. 

4 Lo ! Jesu6, who invites, 

Declares ' 1 quickly come :' 
Lord, even so ! we wait thy hour ; 
O blest Redeemer, come. 



58, 



C. M. Ch. Psalmodt. 



.>1.- 
^^-4 



1 O, WHAT amazing words of grace 

Are in the gospel found ! 
Suited to every sinner's case, 
Who hears the joyful sound. 

2 Poor, sinful, thirstv, fainting souls, 

Are freely welcome here ; 
Salvation, like a river, rolls 
Abundant, free, and clear. 

3 Come then, with all your wants and wounds, 

Your every burden bring ! 
Here love, unchanging love, abounds, 
A deep, celestial spring ! 

Millions of sinners, vile as you. 
Have here found life and peace ; 

Come, then, and prove its virtues too, 
And drink, adore, and bless. 



09« C. M. Ch. Psalmody. 

1 Return, O wanderer — now return ! 
And seek thy Father's face I 
Those new desires, whic^h in thee burn. 
Were kindled by his grace. 



WARNING AND INVITATION. 

2 Return, O wanderer — now return ! 

He hears thy humble sigh : 
He sees thy softened spirit mourn, 
When no one else is nigh. 

3 Return, O wanderer — now return ! 

Thy Savior bids thee live : 
Go to his feet — and grateful learn 
How ready he'll forgive. 

4 Return, O wanderer — now return. 

And wipe the falling tear : 
Thy Father calls — no longer mourn ! 
"Tis love invites you near. 



60. 



C. M. Doddridge. 



1 Jesus, the friend of sinners, calls. 

With pity in his eyes ; 
And warns them of the dangerous foes 
That ali around them rise. 

2 * Fly to the refuge of my arms, 

And dwell secure from fear : 
No enemy shall pluck you hence, 
No weapon wound you here.' 

3 With anxious heart, the parent bird 

Thus calls her offspring round : 
When furious vultures beat the air, 
And slaughter stains the ground. 

4 The trembling brood, by nature taught. 

Fly to the known retreat ; 
Beneath her downy wings are safe, 
And find the shelter sweet. 

5 Shall men, alas !^ more thoughtless men. 

Refuse to lend an ear ? 
Their only refuge madly shun, 
And rather die than hear ! 



IV. REPENTANCE AND REFORMATION. 



n 



61. I- M. 

1 Now see the rebel raise his eyes, 
From dreaming folly just awake ; 

His soul relents with strange surprise, 
And all his heart begins to break. 

2 I starve, he cries, nor can I bear 
This death I feel in sinful lands, 
While servants of my Father share 
The liberal' bounty of his bauds. 

3 With deep repentance on my tongue, 
rU go and seek my Father's face ; 
Unworthy to be called a son, 

111 only ask a servant's place. 

4 Far off his Father saw him come, 
Atid o'er him a^l his bowels yearned ; 
He rose to bless and greet his son. 
And crown with grace his safe return. 

5 The rebel's heart with sorrow filled, 
Bemoaned the crimes which he had done. 
Through all the courts the servants smiled, 
And sang the Father's grace alone. 



KBPBNTANCK AND RBFORMATIOIf. 



62. C. M. Watts. 

1 The Prodigal, with streamiDg eyes, 

From folly just awake, 
Reviews his wanderings with surprise. 
His heart begins to break. 

2 I starve, he cries, nor can I bear 

The famine in this land ; 
While servants of my Father share 
The bounty of his hand. 

■ 

3 With deep repentance I'll return^ 

And seek my Father's face ; 
Unworthy to be called ft son, 
I'll ask a servant's place. 

4 Far off he *saw him slowly move, 

In pensive silence mourn ; 
The Father ran with arms of love, 
To welcome his return. 

5 Through all the courts the tidings flew, 

And spread the joy around ; 
The angels tuned their harps anew ; 
The Prodigal was found ! 



63. L. M. 

1 Far from thy fold, O God, my feet 
Once moved in error's devious maze ; 
Nor found religious duties sweet, 
Nor sought thy face, nor loved thy ways. 



,*" 



RBnBMTiJn?E ANI> REFORMATION. 

2 With tenderest voice thou bad'st me flee 
T^e paths which thou couldst ne'er approve r. 
And gently drew my soul to thee, 

With cords of everlasting love. 

3 Now to thy footstool, Lord, I fly, n 
And low in self-abasement fall ; 

A vile, a helples? worm I lie, 
And thou, my God, art all in all. 



04* ^« ^* Mrs. Steele. 

1 O THOU, whose tender mercy hears 

Contrition's humble sigh ; 
Whose hand indulgent wipes the tears 
. From sorrow's weeping eye ! 

2 See ! low before thy throne of grace, 

A wretched wanderer mourn ; 

Hast thou not bid me seek thy face ; 

Hast thou not said-^Return ? 

3 And shall my guilty fears prevail. 

To drive me from thy feet ? 
O jet not this dear refuge fail. 
This only safe retreat 

4 O shine on this benighted heart. 

With beams of mercy shine ; 
And let thy healing voice impart 
A taste of joys divine. 



RBrBRTANCS AND RCFORMATIOR. 



65. 7s M. J. Taylor. 

1 God 6f mercy, God of love, 
Hear our sad repentant soDg ; 
Sorrow dwells on every face. 
Penitence on every tongue. 

2 Deep regret for follies past. 
Talents wasted, time misspent ; 
Hearts debased by worldly cares. 
Thankless for the blessings lent : 

3 Foolish fears, and fond desires, 
Vain regrets for things as vain ; 
Lips too seldom taught to praise, 
Oft to murmur and complain : 

4 These, and every secret fault, 

j^ Filled with grief and shame, we own ; 
Humbled at thy feet we lie, 
Seeking pardon from thy throne. 

5 God of mercy, God of grace. 
Hear our sad repentant songs ; 
O restore thy suppliant race. 
Thou to whom all praise belongs. 



QQ, 7s M. Merrick. 

1 Blest Instructer, from thy ways 
Who can tell how oft he strays ? 
Purge me from the guilt that lies 
Wrapt within my heart's disguise. 



RBPENTANCB AND RBrORMAHOir. 

2 Let tny tongue, from error free, 
Speak the words approved by thee ; 
To thy all-observing eyes, 

Let my thoughts accepted rise. - 

3 While I thus thy name adore. 
And thy healing grace implore, 
Blest Redeemer, bow thine ear, 
Qod, my strength, propitious hear. 



67. L. M. 6 I. We8LB¥'« Col. 

!• Forgive us, for thy mercy's sake, 
Our multitude of sins forgive ( 
Our souls for thy possession take, 
And bid us to thy glory live ; 
To walk in light, and gladly prove 
Our faith by our obedient love. 

2 The covenant of forgiveness seal, 
And all thy mighty wonders show ! 
Our hidden enemies expel. 
And conquering them to conquer go, 
I'ill all our pride and wrath be slain; 
And not one evil thought remain ! 



GSm L. M. Watts, 

1 Show pity. Lord ; O Lord, forgive ; 
Let a repenting rebel live : 

Are not thy mercies large and free? 
May not a sinner trust in thee ? 

2 My crimes are great, but can't surpass 
The power and glory of thy grace : 
Great God, thy nature hath no bound,- 
So let thy pardoning love be found. 



REPBNTANCE AND REFORMATION. 

3 O wash my soul from every sin, 

And make my guilty conscience clean ; 
Hei'e on my heart the burden lies, 
And past offences pain mine eyes. 

4 Yet, save a trembling sinner, Lord, 
Whose hope still hovering round thy word, 
Would light on some sweet promise there, 
Some sure support against despair^ 



69. C. M. MONTGOMBRT. 

1 O God of grace, we come to thee, 
With broken, contrite hearts ; 
Give what thine eye delights to see, — 
Truth in the inward parts : — 

It Give deep humility : — the sense 
Of godly sorrow give ; 
A strong desiring confidence. 
To hear thy voice and live ; — 

3 Patience, to watch, and wait, and weep. 
Though mercy long delay ; 
Courage, our fainting souls to keep, 
And trust thee, though thou slay. 

. 4 Give these, — and then thy will be done ; 
Thus strengthened with all might. 
We, by thy Spirit and thy Son, 
Shall pray, and pray aright^ 



|0» ^' M. Montgomery. 

1 Return, my soul, unto thy rest. 

From vain pursuits and maddening cares ; 
From lonely woes that wring, thy breast. 
The world's allurements, toils and snares. 



RBPBNTANCK AND BEFINIMATION. 

2 Return unio thy rest, my soui, 

From all the wanderings of thy thought ; 
From sickness unto death made whole ; 
Safe through a thousand perils brought. 

3 Yes, to thy rest, my soul, return, 
From passions every hour at strife ; 
Sin's works, and ways, and wages spurn,_ 
Lay hold upon eternal life. 

4 God is thy rest ; — with heart inclined 
To keep his word, that word believe ; 
Christ is thy rest ;— with lowly mind, 
His light and easy yoke receive. 



71. 



S. M. Watt. 



1 O BLESSED souls are they, 

Whose sins" are covered o'er ! 
Divinely blest to whom the Lord 
Imputes their guilt no more ! 

2 They mourn their follies past, 

And keep their hearts with care ; 
Their lips and lives, without deceit,^ 
Shall prove their faith sincere. 

3 While I concealed my guilt, 

1 felt the* festering wound ; 
Till I confessed my sins to thee, 
And ready pardon found 

4 Let sinners learn to pray, 

Let saints keep near the throne ; 
Our help in times of deep distress 
Is found in God alone. 



^ 



RSPBNTANCB AND REPORMAf ION. 



72. S. M. Beddome* 

1 Thou Lord of all above 

And all below the sky, 
Before thy feet I prostrate fall, 
And for thy mercy cry. 

2 Guilt, like a heavy load, 

Upon my conscience lies ; 
To thee I make my sorrows known, 
And raise my weeping eyes. 

3 The burden which I feel, 

Thou onlv oanst remove; 
Display, O Lord, thy pardoning grace, 
And thy unbounded love. 

4 One gracious look of thine 

Wrll ease my troubled breast ; 
O, let me feel my sins forgiven. 
And I shall then be blest. 



73. 



C. M. G. Wesley. 



1 Times without number have I prayed, 

This only once forgive ; 
Relapsing 'when thy hand was stayed, 
And suffered me to live. 

2 Yet now the kingdom of thy peace, 

Lord, to my heart restore ; 
Forgive my vain repentances, 
And bid me sin no more. 



RBPENTANCE AND BEFOKMATION. 



^^^ L- M. DODDRIDI 

1 Return, my roving heart, return, 

And life's vain shadows chase no more'; 
Seek out some solitude to mourn, 
And thy forsaken God implore. 

2 O thou great God, whose piercing eye 

Distinctly marks each deep retreat, 
In these sequestered hours draw nigh. 
And let me here thy presence greet. 

3 Through all the windings of my heart, 

My search let heavenly wisdom guide. 
And still its radiant beams impart. 
Till all be known and purided. 

4 Then let the visits of thy love 

My inmost soul be made to share, 
Till every grace combine to prove 
That God has fixed his dwelling there. 



S. M. 



% 



75. 

1 When shall thy love constrain, 

And force me to thy breast ? 
When shall my soul return again 
To her eternal resit 

2 Ah, what avails my strife, 

My wandering to and fro ? 
Thou hast the words of endless life 
Ah ! whither should I go ! 

3 Thy condescending grace. 

To me did freely move ; 
It calls me still to seek thy face, 
And stoops to ask my love. 



\ 



REPENTANCE AND REFORMATION. 

4 Lord, at thy feet I fall, 
I groan to be set free ; 
I fain would now obey the call, 
And give up all for thee. 



TQ. C. p. M. Ch. Psalmody. 

1 Lord", thou hast won — at length I yield, 
My heart by mighty grace compelled, 

Surrenders all to thee ; 
Against thy terrors lonaf I strove, 
But who can stand against thy love ? — 
Love conquers even me. 

« 

. 2 If thou hadst bid thy thunders roll, 
And lightnings flash to blast my soul, 

I still had stubborn been : 
But mercy has my heart subdued, 
A bleeding Savior I have viewed. 

And now I hate my sin. 

3 Now, Lord, I would be thine alone, 
Come, take possession of thine own. 

For thou hast set me free ; 
tleleased from Satan's hard command, 
See all my powers in waiting stand, 

To be employed by thee. 

4 



REPENTANCE AND REFORMATION. 



^T. S. M. Ch. Psalmody. 

1 O cease ! my wandering soul, 

On restless wing to roam ; 
All this wide world, to either pole, 
Has not for thee a home. 

2 Behold the ark of God ! 

Behold the open door ; 
Oh ! haste to gain that dear abode^ 
And rove, my soul, no more. 

3 There, safe thou shalt abide. 

There, sweet shall be thy rest, 
And every longing satisfied. 
With full salvation blest. 




V. PERSONAL RIGHTEOUSNESa 



7^8, C. M. Tate and Brady. 

1 God's perfect law converts the soul, 

Reclaims from false desires ; 
With sacred wisdom his sure word 
The ignorant inspires. « 

2 The statutes of the Lord are just, 

And bring sincere delight ; 
His pure commands, in search of truth. 
Assist the feeblest sight. 

3 But what frail man observes how oft 

He does from virtue fall ? 
O ! cleanse me from my secret faults, 
Thou God that knowest them all, 

4 Let no presumptuous sin, O iLord, 

Dominion have o'er me, 
That by thy grace preserved, I may 
The great transgression flee. 



79* L. M. Mrs. Steele. 

1 And is the gospel peace and love ! 

Such let our conversation be ; 

The serpent blended with the dove, 

Wisdom and meek simplicity. 
4» 



t>ER80NAL RIGHTEOUSNESS. 

2 Whene'er the angry passions rise, 

And tempt our thoughts or tongues to strife^ 
On Jesus let us fix our ey6s, 
Bright pattern of the Christian life ! 

3 O, how benevolent and kind ! 
How mild ! how ready to forgive 1 
Be his the temper of our mind, 
And his the rules by which we live. 

4 To do his heavenly Father's will, 
Was his employment and delight \ 
Humility and holy zeal 

Shone through his life divinely bright ! 

5 Dispensing good wliere'er he came, 
The labors of his life were love : 
If then we love the Savior's name, 
Let his divine example move. 



•tttk 



oO» C. M. Doddridge^ 

1 AWake» my soul 1 stretch every nerve, 

And press with vigor on; 
A heavenly race demands thy zeal> 
And an immortal crown. 

2 A cloud of witnesses around^ 

Hold thee in full survey : 
* Forget the steps already trod,' 
And onward urge thy way. 

3 *Tis God's all animating voice 

That calls thee from on high ^ 
' Tis his own hand presents the prize 
To thine aspiring eye j — 



PERSONAL RIGHTEOUSNEgS. 

4 That prize wkh peerless glories bright, 
Which shall new lustre boast, 
When victors' wreaths and monarchs' gems, 
Must blend in common dust. 



ol. L. M. Mrs. Barbauld. 

1 Awake, my soul ! lift up thine eyes ; 
See where thy foes against thee rise, 
In long array a numerous host ; 
Awake, my soul ! or thou art lost. 

2 Here giant danger threatening stands, 
Mustering his pale, terrific bands ; 
There pleasure's silken banners spread. 
And willing souls are captive led. 

3 See where rebellious passions rage, 
And fierce desires and lusts engage ; 
The meanest foe of all the train 

Has thousands and ten thousands slain. 

4 Thou tread'st upon enchanted ground ; 
Deceitful snares beset thee round ; 
Beware of all ; guard . every part ; 
But most the traitor in thy heart. 



82. C- P- M. Wesley's Col. 

1 Be it my only wisdom here, 
To serve the Lord with filial fear. 

With loving gratitude : • 
Superior strength may I display, 
By shunning every evil way, 
Aiul walking in the good. 



PERSONAL RIGHTEOUiNESS. 

2 O may I still from sin depart ; 
A wise and understanding heart, 

Father, to me be given ; 
And let me through thy Spirit know 
To glorify my God below, 

And find my way to heaven. 



o3« P- M. Ticknor's Col. 

1 This world is not a fleeting show, 

For man's illusion given ; 
He that hath soothed a widow's w'oe. 
Or wiped an orphan's tear, doth know. 

There's something here of heaven. 

2 And he who walks life's thorny way. 

With feelings calm and even, 
Whose path is lit, from day to day. 
By virtue's bright and steady ray. 

Feels something here of heaven. 

3 He who the Christian course hath run, 

And all his foes forgiven. 
Hath measured put this life's short span. 
In love to God and love to man, 

On earth has tasted heaven. 



o4« L. M. WOTTON. 

1 How happy is he born or taught. 
Who serveth not another's will ; 
Whose armor is his honest thought, 
And simple truth his highest skill : 

2 Whose passions not his roasters are : 
Whose soul is still prepared for death ; 
Not tied unto the world with care 

Of prince's ear or vulgar breath : 



P1R80NJIL RIGHTEOUSNESS. 

3 Who God doth late and early pray 
More of his grace than goods to lend, 
And walks with man from day to day, 
As with a brother and a friend. 



85, C. M. Tate and Brady. 

1 Lord, who's the happy man, that may 

To thy blest courts repair ; 
Not stranger-like, to visit them, 
But to inhabit there ? 

2 'Tis he whose every thought and deed, 

By rules of virtue moves ; 
Whose generous tongue disdains to speak 
The thing his heart disproves^ 

3 Who never did a slander forge, 

His neighbor's fame to wound, 
Nor hearken to a false report, 
By malice whispered round. 

4 Who vice, in all its pomp and power, 

Can treat with just neglect ; 
And piety, though clothed in rags, 
Religipusly respect. 

5 Who to his plighted vows and trust, 

Has ever firmly stood ; 
And though he promise to his loss. 
Yet makes his promise good. 



oD« 9- ^* Beddome. 

1 Am I an Israelite indeed. 
Without a false disguise ? 
Have I renounced my sins, and left 
My refuges of lies ? 



PERSONAL RIGHTE0U8NBM. 

2 Say, does my heart unchanged remain^ 

Or itf it formed anew ? 
What i» the ruJe by which I walk, 
The object I pursue? 

3 Cause nie, O God of truth and grace, 

My real state to know ; 
If 1 am wrong, O set me right ; 
If right, preserve me so. 

87. C, M. Rofi 

1 This is the first and great command — 

To love thy God above ; 
And this the second — as thyself 
Thy neighbor thou shalt love. 

2 Who is my neighbor ? He who wants 

The help which thou canst give ; 
And both the law and prophets say, 
This do, and thou shalt live. 



00« L- M. Drumm 

1 As body when tl^ soul has fied. 
As barren trees, decayed and dead, 
Is faith ; a hopeless, lifeless thing, 
If not of righteous deeds the spring. 

2 One cup of healing oil and wine. 
One tear-drop shed on mercy's shrine, 
Is thrice more grateful, Lord, to thee, 
Than lifted eye or bended knee. 

3 To doers only of the word, 
Propitious is the righteous Lord ; 

He hears their cries, accepts their praye 
Binds up their wounds, and soothes 
cares. 



PERSONAL RIGHTEOUSNESS. 



89. LM. Watts. 

1 Had I the tongues of Greeks and Jews, 
And nobler speech than angels use, 

If love be absent, I am found. 
Like tinkling brass, an empty sound. 

2 Were I inspired to preach and tell 
All that is done in heaven and hell ; 
Or could my faith the world remove, 
Still, I am nothing without love. 

3 Should I distribute all my store, 
To feed the cravings of the poor ; 
Or give my body to the flame. 

To gain a martyr's glorious name ; 

4 If love to God and love to men 
Be absent, all my hopes are vain : 
Nor tongues, nor gifts, nor fiery zeal. 
The works of love can e'er fulfil. 



90. 7s M. 

1 Lord, what offering shall we bring. 
At thine altar when we bow ? 
Hearts, the pure unsullied spring. 
Whence the kind affections flow ; 
Soft compassion's feeling soul. 

By the melting eye expressed ; 
Sympathy, at whose control. 
Sorrow leaves the wounded breast ; 

2 Willing hands to lead the blind. 
Bind the wounded, feed the poor ; 
Love embracing all our kind, 
Charity with liberal store : 



PERSONAL RIGHTEOUSNESS. 

Teach us, O thou heavenly King, 
Thus to show our grateful mind, 
Thus the accepted offering bring, 
Love to thee, and all mankind. 



91. L. M. Watts. 

i So let our lips and lives express 
The holy gospel we profess ; 
So let our works and virtues shine, 
To prove the doctrine all divine. 

2 Thus shall we best proclaim abroad 
The honours of our Savior, God, 
When his salvation reigns within, 
And grace subdues the power of sin. 

3 Our flesh and sense must be denied, 
Passion and envy, lust and pride ; 
While justice, temperance, truth and love. 
Our inward piety approve. 



92. L. M. Scott. 

1 Th' uplifted eye, and bended knee, 
Are but vain homage ,Lord, to thee : 
In vain our lips thy praise prolong, 
The heart a stranger to the song. 

3 Can rites, and forms, and ilaroing zeal 
The breaches of thy precepts heal ? 
Or fasts and penance reconcile 
Thy justice, and obtain thy smile? 



k 



PERSONAL RIGHTEOUSNESS. 

3 The pure, the humble, contrite mind, 
Sincere, and to thj will resigned, 
To thee a nobler offering yields, 
Than Sheba's groves, or Sharon's fields. 

• 

4 Lo?e God and man — this great command 

Doth on eternal pillars stand ; 

This did thine ancient prophets teach. 

And this thy well-beloved preach. 



93* L. M. Ref. Liturgy. 

1 If high or low our station be, 
Of noble or ignoble name, 
By uncorrupt integrity, 

Thy blessing Lord we humbly claim. 

2 The upright man no want shall fear ; 
Thy providence shall be his trust ; 
Thou wilt provide his portion here, 
Thou friend and guardian of the just. 

3 May we, with most sincere delight. 
To all the test of duty pay ; 
Regardful of each social right, 
Obedient to thy righteous sway. 



94. C. M. Watts. 

1 Let Pharisees of high esteem 

Their faith and zeal declare. 
All their religion is a dream. 
If love be wanting there. 

2 Love suffers long with patient eye. 

Nor is provoked in haste ; 

She lets the present injury die. 

And long forgets the past. 



PERSONAL RIGHTEOUSNESS. 

i She lays her own advantage by, 
To seek her neighbor's good ; 
So God's own Son came down to die, 
And save us by his blood, 

4 Love is the grace that keeps her power 
In all the realms above; 
There faith and hope are known no more, 
But saints forever love. 



95. L. M. Watts. 

1 Thus saith the first, the great command, 
* Let all thy inward powers unite 

To love thy Maker and thy God, 
With sacred fervor and delight. 

2 * Then shall thy neighbor next in place, 
Share thine affections and esteem ; 
And let thy kindness to thyself 
Define and rule thy love to him.' 

3 This is the sense that Moses spok«, 
This did the prophets preach and prove; 
For want of this the law is broke. 

And all the law's fulfill'd by love. 

4 Bill O, how base our passions are ! 
How cdd our charity and zeal ! 
]jord, fill our souls with heavenly fire. 
Or we shall ne'er perform thy will. 



96. C. M. Cobb's Col. 

1 Who is thy neighbor ? he whom thou 
Hast power to aid or bless ; 
Whose aching heart or burning brow 
Thy soothing hand may press. 



PERSONAL RIGHTEOUSNESS. 

2 Thy neighbor ? 'tis the fainting poor, 

Whose eye with want is dim j 
O, enter thou his humble door, 
With aid and peace for him. 

3 Thy neighbor ? 'tis the weary sla?e, 

Fettered in mind and limb; 
He hath no hope this side the grave ; 
Go thou, and ransom him. 

4 Thy neighbor? pass no mourner by ; 

Perhaps thou canst redeem 

A breaking heart from misery ; 

Go» share thy lot with him. 



O^* C- M- Needham. 

1 HapI»y the man, whose cautious steps 

Still keep the golden mean ; 
Whose life, by wisdom's rules well formed, 
Declares a conscience clean. 

2 What blessings bounteous Heaven bestow^, 

He takes with thankful heart ; 
With temp'rance he both eats and drinks, 
And gives the poor a part. 

3 To sect or party his large soul 

Disdains to be confined ; 
The good he loves of every name, 
And prays for all mankind. 

4 His business is to keep his heart i 

Each passion to control ; 

Nobly ambitious well to rule 

The empire of his soul. 

o Not on the world his heart is set, 
His treasure is above ; 
Nor aught beneath the sovereign good 
Can claim his highest love. 



VI. MEEKNESS AND HUMIUTY. 



98. L. M. Enpi 

1 Wherefore should man, frail child of cli 
Who from the cradle to the shroud. 
Lives but the insect of a day — 

O why should mortal man be proud ? 

2 Follies and crimes, a countless sum, 
Are crowded in life's little span : 
How ill, alas, does pride become 
That erring, guilty creature, man ! 

3 God of my life, Father divine ! 
Give me a meek and lowly mind^: 
In modest worth, O let me shine. 
And peace in humble Virtue find. 
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99. s. M. 

1 * Blest are the meek,' he said, 

Whose doctrine is divine ; 
The humble-minded earth possess. 
And bright in heaven shall shine. 

2 The God of peace is theirs ; 

They own his gracious sway ; 
And yielding all their wills to him. 
His sovereign laws obey. 



MEEKNESS AND BUMILITT. 



3 No angry passions move, 

Nb envy fires the breast ; 
The prospect of eternal peace. 
Bids every trouble rest. 

4 O gracious Father, grant 

That we this influence feel. 
That all we hope, or wish, may be 
Subjected to thy will. 



C. M. 



100. 

1 Is there ambition in my heart 7 

Search, gracious God, and see ; 
Or do I act a haughty part ? 
Lord, I appeal to thee. 

2 Whatever thine all-discerning eye 

Sees for thy creature fll, 
ril bless the good, and to the ill 
Contentedly submit. 

3 With humble pleasure let me view 

The prosperous and the great ; 
Malignant envy let me fly. 
And odious self-conceit. 

4 Let not despair, nor fell revenge 

Be to my bosom known ; 
O give me tears for others' wo, 
And patience for my own ! 



101. 



L. M. 



Witts. 



Watts. 



1 Blest are the humble souls that see 
Their emptiness and poverty ; 
Treasures of grace to them are given, 
And crowns of joy laid up in heaven. 



MEEKNESS AND HUMILITY. 

2 Blest are the men of broken heart, 
Who mourn for sin with inward smtirt, 
The love of Christ divinely flows 

A healing balm for all their woes. 

3 Blest are the meek, who stand afar 
From rage and tumult, noise and war, 
God will secure their happy state, 
And plead their cause against the great. 



102* L. M. WAtTs. 

1 Thus saith the high and lofty One, 
* I sit upon my holy throne ; 

My name is God — I dwell on high, — 
Dwell in mine own eternity. 

2 * But I descend to worlds below, 
On earth I have a mansion too : 
The humble spirit and contrite 
Is an abode of my delight. 

3 * The humble soul my words revive, 
I bid the mourning sinner live ; 
Heal all the broken hearts t find. 
And ease the sorrows of the mind.' 



lOS. C M 

1 O, what a lovely thing to see 

A man of prudent heart ; 
Whose thoughts, and lips, and life agree 
To act the Christian part. 

2 When envy, strife and War begin 

In little angry souls> 
Mark how the sons of peace come in» 
And quench the kindling coals» 



MEEKNESS AND . HUMILITT. 

3 Their minds are humble, mild and meek, 

Nor does their anger rise ; 
Nor passion move their lips to speak, 
Nor pride exalt their eyes. 

4 Their lives are prudence mixed with love ; ^ 

Good works employ their day ; 
They blend the serpent with the dove, 
But cast the sting away. 

5 



VII. LOVE, PITY, FOR GIVENESS. 



104. L. M. Scott. 

1 Happy the meek, whose gentle breast, 
Clear as the summer-evening ray, 
Calm as the regions of the blest. 
Enjoys on earth celestial day. 

2 His heart no broken friendships sting, 
No storms his peaceful tent invade; 
He rests beneath the Almighty wing, 
Hostile to none, of none afraid. 

3 Spirit of grace! all meek and mild. 
Inspire our breasts, our sou is possess, 
Repel each passion rude and wild, 
And bless us, as we aim to bless. 



IOD* ^* ^* Mrs- Barbauld. 

1 Blrst is the man whose tender heart 

Feels all another's pain ; 
To whom the supplicating eye 
Was never raised in vain : 

2 Whose breast expands with generous warmth, 

A stranger's wo to feel ; 
And bleeds in pity o'er the wound 
He wants the power to heal. 



LOTE, PITT, FORGIVENESS. 

3 He spreads his kind supporting arms 

To every child of grief; 
His secret bounty largely flows, 
And brings unasked relief. 

4 To gentle offices of love, 

His feet are never slow ; 
He views, through mercy's melting eye, 
A brother in a foe. 



X06* ^* ^- Doddridge. 

1 Father of mercies, send thy grace. 

All-powerful from above. 
To fornv in our obedient souls 
The image of thy love. 

2 O may our sympathizing breasts 

That generous pleasure know. 
Kindly to share another's joy, 
And w^ep for others' woe. 

3 Whene'er the helpless sons of want 

In low distress are laid, 
Soft be our hearts their pains to feel. 
And swift our hands to aid. 

4 So Jesus looked on wretched man, 

When seated in the skies ; 
Amidst the glories of that world. 
He felt compassion rise. 

5 On wings of love the Savior flew, 

To raise us from the ground ; 
And shed his rich and precious blood, 
A balm for every wound. 
6» 



LOfE, PITT, PORGIVENES8. 

107. C. M. Probd. 

1 The man of charity extends 

• 

To all a liberal hand ; 
His kindred, neighbors, foes and friends, 
His pity maj command. 

2 He aids the poor in their distress. 

He hears when they complain ; 
With tender heart delights to bless. 
And lessen all their pain. 

3 The sick, the prisoner, poor and blind, 
/ And all the sons of grief. 

In him a benefactor find ; 
He loves to give relief. 

4 Then let us all in love abound. 

And charity pursue ; 
Thus shall we be with glory crowned, 
And love as angels do. 



L. M. Salisbury Col. 



108. 

1 O God, our Father and our King, 
Of ail we h^ve or liope, the spring ; 
Send down thy Spirit from above, 
And fill our hearts with holy love. 

2 May we from every act abstain 

That hurts, or gives our neighbor pain, 
And every secret wish suppress 
That would abridge his happiness. 

3 Still may we find our hearts inclined 
To act the friend to all mankind ; 
Still seek their safety, health and ease. 
Their virtue and eternai peace. 



l«OTE^ PITT, FORGIVENESS. 

4 With pity may our breasts o'erflow^ 
When we behold a wretch in wo ; 
And bear a sympathizing part 
With all wh9 are of heavy heart. 

5 Let love in all our conduct shine. 
An image fair, though faint, of thine ; 
Thus may we his disciples prove, 
Who came to manifest thy love. 



109. S. M. A. Ballou. 

1 Beeathe, Father, through my soul 

Thy Spirit's balmy breath. 
And all anew its structure mould. 
An image of thyself. 

2 Ignite the generous glow 

Of sympathetic fire, 
And make my bosom overflow 
With merciful desire. 

3 Then will another's bliss 

Become my chief delight; 
Whate'er occurs to him amiss 
My pitying breast excite. 

4 Then smile will answer smile^ 

And tear respond to tear ; 
Nor envy's foul envenomed guile 
My conscience ever sear. 



110 



S., M. Enfield. 



I I HEAR a voice of wo ! 
I hear a brother's sigh ! 
Then let my heart with pity flow, 
With tears of love mine eye. 



LOTC, PITT, FORQIVBNlBd. 

2 I hear the thirsty cry ! 

The hungry beg for bread ! 
Then let my spring its stream dupply. 
My hand its bounty shed. 

3 The debtor humbly sues, 

Who would but cannot pay ; 
And shall I lenity refuse, 
Who need it every day ? 

4 If not, how shall I dare 

t Appear before thy face, 
Great God ! and how present the prayer 
For thy forgiving grace ! 



Ill* L. M. ' Smart. 

1 Let men of high conceit and zeal 
Their fervor and their faith proclaim ; 
If charity be wanting still, 

The rest is but a sounding name. 

2 Patient and meek, she suffers long. 
And slowly her resentments rise ; 
She soon forgets the greatest wrong. 
And soon the passion dies. 

« 

3 This is the grace that reigns on high. 
And will forever brightly burn. 
When hope shall in enjoyment die, 
And faith to full fruftion turn. 



LOYB, PITT^ VORqiYBNESS. 

ll^l. 78 M. J. A. Fletcher. 

1 Give as God hath given thee, 
With a bounty large and free ; 
If he hath, with liberal hand, 
Given wealth at thy command. 
From the fulness of thy store. 
Give thy needy brother more. 

2 Hearts there are with grief oppressed ; 
Forms, in tattered raiment dressed ; ' 
Homes, where want and wo abide ; 
Dens, where vice and misery hide ; 
With a bounty large and free. 

Give as God hath given thee. 

3 Wealth is thine, to aid and bless. 
Strength to succor and redress ; 
Bear thy weaker brother's part. 
Strong of hand and strong of heart ; 
Be thy portion large or small, 

Give ! for Ood doth give thee aU. ^ 



113. 



C. M. 



1 Why should I pause, when at my door 

A shivering mortal stands, 
To ask the cause that made him popr. 
Or why he help demands ? 

2 Why should I spurn that brother's prayer 

For faults he once has known^ 
Or coldly leave him in despair, 
And say that I have none ? 



.LUVB, PITT, FORGIVENK88. 

3 The voice of Charity is kind, 

She «eeketh nothing wrong, 
To every fault she seemeth blind, 
Nor vaunteth with her tongue. 

4 In penitence she pleadeth faith, 

Hope smileth at the door. 
Belie vet h first, then softly saith. 
Go, brpther, sin no more. 



114. llsM. Pattem. 

I CuiDP. mildly the erijing ! kind language en- 
dears ;, 
Grief follows the sinful — add not to their tears; 
Forbear with reproaches fresh pain to bestow ; 
The heart which is stricken needs never a 
blow. 

^ Chide mildly the erring ! jeer not at their fall ! 
If strength were but human, how weakly 

were all ! 
What marvel that footsteps should wander astray. 
When tempests so darken life's wearisome way ! 

3 Chide mildly the erring ! entreat them with 

* care ! 
Their natures are mortal, they need not despair; 
We all have some frailty, we all are unwise, 
And the grace which redeems us most shine 

from the skies. 



LOTEf PlTTf PORQITEJprEBS. 



115. 



P. M. A. Ballov. 



1 Full often to our God we pray, 

* O, forgive ! O, forgive ; 
Take all our load .of guilt away, 

O, forgive ! O, forgive !' 
And this must be our daily care 
Till not a stain of sin we bear : 
We still must breathe the contrite prayer, 

* O, forgive 1 O, forgive !' 

2 But dare we for ourS&Ives thus plead — 

* O, forgive I O, forgive !' 

And yet our brother's inj'rous deed 

Not forgive, not forgive ? 
May we bis suppliant look despise, 
And spurn his penitential cries, 
While we repeat, with lifted eyes— 

*0, forgive ! O, forgive !' 

3 Hath not ihe Father said from heaven, — 

* Who forgives, who forgives, 
In heart, shall be himself forgiven 

All his sins, all his sins?' 
And he who not forgives »hall call 
In vain upon the Lord of all 
His own poor soul to disenthrall. 

To forgive, to forgive. 



U 6» 1 1 S M. COLKSWORTHT. 

1 Go to thy brother, now feeble and Iowt— 
With words of compassion, go quickh, go, go ; 
Go tell him there's mercy and kindness in store. 
If he will gtaud up and sin nevermore. 



LOTB, PITT, F0RGIVBNE8S. 

2 O do not reproach him because he has eried-r- 
Nor frown on his weakness, nor speak, m imih 

word : 
But go to thy brother, faint, feeble and low. 
And jet thou wilt save him — go quickly ; go, go. 

• 

3 See — see ! — his eyes brighten, his spirits re- 

vive- 
Some feeling of manhood in him is alive ; 
Speak. softIy-<-speak gently — thou'lt save him 

I know ; 
God's love is yet in you — go quickly, go, go. 

4 He sees you— he hears you— ^a blessing he 

craves 
On the head of the angel who eometh and 
saves. 
. List ! mercy he asks, with hands to the skies. 
As from his deep anguish he struggles to rise. 




117. L.M. WAtTS. 

1 Blest is the man whose tender care 
Relieves the poor in their distress ; 
Whose pity wipes the widow's tear. 
Whose hand supports the fatherless. 

2 His heart contrives for their relief 
More good than his own hands can do ; 
He in the time of general grief 

Shall find the Lord, has pity too. 

3 His soul shall live secure on earth. 
With secret blessings on his head. 
When drought, and pestilence, and dearth. 
Around him multiply their dead. 



LOYE, PITT, FORGIVENESS. 

Or if be languish on his couch, 
God will pronounce his sins forgiven 
Will save him with a healing touch. 
Or take his willing soul to heaven. 



118* lOsd&esM. 

1 Must I my faith in Jesus constant show, 
Bj love like his to ail, both friend and foe ? 

To all, hoih friend and foe. 

2 When men of hate conspire to treat me ill. 
Must I return them good, and bless them still ? 

O yes, and bless them still. 

3 Although my name and character they tear, 
Must I eschew revenge, and still forbear ? 

O yes, and still forbear. 

4 And wilt thou ne'er permit me, heavenly Dove, 
Aught else to manifest through life but love ? 

Nought else through life but love. 

o Amen; my heart responds, then be it so. 
Thy will be mine, and thine my weal or woe ; 

Fear not in weal or woe. 



VIII. CONTRITE ASPIRATIONS. 



119; C. M. Watts. 

1 Mt soul lies cleaving to the dust. 

Lord, give me life divine; 
From vain desires and every lust 
Turn off these eyes of mine. 

2 Are not thy mercies sovereign still ? 

And thou a faithful God ? 
Wilt thou not grant me warmer zeal 
To run the heavenly road ? 

3 Does not my heart thy precepts love 1 
-. And long to see thy face ? 

And yet how slow my spirits move, 
Without enlivening grace. 

4 Then shall I love thy gospel more, 

And ne'er forget thy word, 
When I have felt ihy quickening power 
To draw me near the Lord. 



120. C. M. Watts. 

1 O THAT the Lord would guide my ways, 
To keep his statutes still ! 
O that the Lord would grant me grace 
To know and do his will I 



CONTRITE ASPIRATIONS. 

2 Send thy good Spirit, Lord, to write 

Thy law upon my heart, 
Nor let my tongae indulge deceit. 
Nor act the Rar's part. 

3 From vanity turn off mine eyes, 

Let no corrupt design, 
Nor covetous desires arise 
Within this heart of mine. 

4 My soul hath gone too far astray, 

My feet too often slide ; 
O hring me back to virtue's way, 
And be thy truth tny guide. 



121. S. M. 

1 Astonished and distressed, 

I turn mine eyes within ; 
My heart with loads of guilt oppressed, 
The seat of restless sin. 

2 What crowds of evil thoughts, 

What vile affections there ! 
Distrust, presumption, artful guile, 
, Pride, envy, slavish fear. 

Z Almighty King of saints, 
These tyrant lusts subdue ; 
Expel the darkness of my mind, 
And all my powers renew. 

4 O then my cheerful voice 
Shall loud hosannas raise ; 
My soul shall glow with gratitudt. 
My lips proclaim thv praise. 



CONTRITE ASPIRATIONS. 

122. L. M. Watts. 

1 Renew ine, O my God, within, 
And form my soul averse to sin ; 
Let thy good Spirit not depart, 

Nor hide thy presence from my heart. 

2 I cannot live without thy light, 

Cast ou{ and banished from thy sight ; 
Thy holy joys, O God, restore, 
. And guard me that I fall no more. 

3 A broken heart, my God, my King, 
Is all the sacrifice I bring ; 

And, Father, thou wilt ne'er despise 
A contrite heart for sacrifice. 



C. M. A. Ballou. 



123. 

1 Q Lord, our scanty faith we mourn, 

So languid weak and dim ; 
We scarce perceive the heavenly bourn, 
And faint in every limb. 

2 Far down thy holy mountain's side, 

Wilh Alps on Alps above, 
Vas<t distances our tents divide 
From thy bright throne of Love. 

3 How can we climb these rugged heights, 
, And gain those sinless skies. 

Till grace our dormant will excites 
To grasp th' immortal prize ? 

4 Rend off, O Lord, this sensual shroud, 

That binds the torpid soul, 
By faith eternal things uncloud. 
And speed us to our goal. 



CONTRITE ASPIRATIONS. 



5 Then shall our darkness turn to light, 
Our rough ascent grow smooth, 
And tottering weakness, clothed with might, 
At length triumphant provq. 



124. C. M. COWPER. 

1 O ! FOR a closer walk with God, 
« A calm and heavenly frame; 
A light to shine upon the road. 

That leads me to the Lamb. 

2 What peaceful hours I once enjoyed, 

How sweet their mem'ry still ; 
But they have left an aching void. 
The world can never fill. 

3 Return, O holy Dove, return. 

Sweet messenger of rest ; 
I hate the sins that made thee mourn, 
And drove thee from my l>reast. 

4 The dearest idol I have known, 

'Whatever that idol be, 
Help me to tear it from the throne. 
And worship only thee. 



125. S. M. Wesley's Col. 

1 I WANT a sober mind, 

A self renouncing will. 
That tramples down and casts behind. 

The baits of pleasing ill ; 
A soul inured to pain, 

To hardship, grief and loss. 
Bold to embrace, firm to sustain 

The consecrated cross. 



CONTRITE ASPIRATIONS. . 

2 I want a godly fear, 

A quick discerning eye, 
That looks to tliee when sin (s near. 

And makes the tempter fly ; 
A spirit still prepared, 

And armed with jealous care, 
For ever standing on its guard, 

And watching unto prayer. 

3 I want a true regard, 

A single, steady aim. 
Unmoved by threatening or reward. 

To thee and thy great name ; 
A zealous, just concern 

For thine immortal praise; 
A pure desire that all may learn, 

And glorify thy grace. 
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126t C- M, Watw. 

1 God id a Spirit, just and wise. 

He sees our inmost mind ; 
In vain to heaven we raise our cries, * 
And leave our souls behind. 

2 Nothinof but truth before his throne 

With honor can appear ; 
The painted hypocrites are known 
Through the disguise they wear. 

3 Their lifted eyes salute the skies. 

Their bended knees the ground; 
But God abhors the sacrifice 
Where not the heart is found. 

4 Lord, search my thoughts, and try my ways. 

And make my soul sincere ; 
Then shall I stand before thy face, 
And find acceptance there. 



CONTRITE ASPIRATIONS. 

127. L M. 

1 Whenever to call the Savior mine, 
With ardent wish my heart aspires, 
Can it be less than power divine, 
Which animates these strong desires ? 

2 What less than thj almighty word 
Can raise my heart from earth and dust. 
And bid me cleave to thee, my Lord, 
My life, my treasure, and my trust ? 

3 Let thy kind Spirit in my heart 
Forever dwell', O God of love, 

And light and heavenly peace impart, 
Sweet earnest of the joys above. 



128. 



S. M. Watts, 



1 My God, my life, my love. 

To thee, to thee, I call, 
I cannot live, if thou remove, 
For thou art all in all. 

2 The smilings of thy face. 

How amiable they are ! 
'Tis heaven to rest in thine embrace. 
And nowhere else but there. 

3 Not all the harps above. 

Can make a heavenly place, 
If God his residence remove. 
Or but conceal his face. 

4 Not earth, nor all the sky, 

Can one delight afford ; 
No, not a drop of real joy, 
Without thy presence, Lord. 
6 
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CONTItlTE ASt»IRAT10N8. 

2 The law of Life 1 love, 

And WQuld itd path pursue ; 
Yet often grieve the H^eavenly Dove,^ 
And prove to Christ untrue. 

3 In dust and ashes bowed » 

O Lord, I cry to thee ; 
With sunlight mercy pierce this cloud, 
And set my spirit free. 

4 Frail child, thy Savior reigns — 

He knows thine utmost need ; 
His hand shall lay thy foes in chains. 
And thee to glory lead. 



131. 



L. M. Watt*. 



1 My God ! permit me not to be 
A stranger to myself and thee ; 
Amidst a thousand thoughts I rove, 
Forgetful of my highest love. 

2 Why should my passions mix with earth, 
And thus debase my heavenly birth? 
Why should I cleave to things below. 
And let my God, my Savior, go ? 

S Call me away from flesh and sense ; 
One sovereign word can draw me thence ; 
I would obey thy voice divine. 
And all inferior joys resign. 

4 Be earth, with all her strife, withdrawn. 
Let noise and vanity be gone ; 
In secret silence of the mind. 
My heaven, and there my God, I find. 



CONTRITE ASPIRATIONS. 



132. 



L. M. 6 I. C. Weslet. 



1 I WANT the spirit of power within, 
Of love, and of a healthful mind : 
Of power to conquer every sin ; 
Of love to God and all mankind ; 
Of health that pain and death defies, 
Most vigorous when the body dies. 

2 O, that the Comforter would come. 
Nor visit as a transient guest. 

But fix in me his constant home, 
And keep possession of my breast ; 
And make my soul his loved abode, 
The temple of in-dwelling God, 



C. M. C. Wesley. 



133. 

1 1 WANT a principle within 

Of jealous, godly fear ; 
A sensibility to sin, 
A pain to find it near. 

2 I want the first approach to feel 

Of pride, or fond desire ; 
To catch the wandering of my will, 
' And quench the kindling fire. 

3 From Thee that I no more may part, 

No more Thy goodness grieve. 
The filial awe, the fleshly heart, 
The tender conscience give. 

4 duick as the apple of an eye, 

O God, my conscience make ! 
Awake my soul, when sin is nigh, 
And keep it still awake. 




CONTRITE ASPIRATIONS. 



134. C. M. C. Weslet. 

1 Lord, 1 believe a rest remains, 
To all Thy people known ; 
A rest where pure enjoyment reigns, 
And thou art loved alone. 

S A rest, where all our soul's desire 
Is fixed on things above ; 
Where fear, and sin, and grief expire, 
Cast out by perfect love. 

3 O, that I now that rest might know. 

Believe, and enter in ; 
Now, Father, now the power bestow. 
And let me cease from sin. 

4 Remove all hardness from my heart, 

AH unbelief remove ; 
To me the rest of faith impart, 
The sabbath of Thy love. 



139« S-' M. Episcopal Col. 

1 O CEASE, my wandering soul. 
On restless wing to roam ; 
All this wide world, to either pole. 
Has not for thee a home. 

"2 Behold the ark of God, 
Behold the open door ; 
O, haste to gain that dear abode. 
And rove, my soul, no more. 

3 There, safe thou shalt abide. 
There, sweet shall be thy rest, 
And every longing satisfied. 
With full salvation blest. 



CONTRITE ASPIRATIONS. 



S. M. Wesletan. 



136. 

J 

1 Great Source of life and light, 

Thy heaTeoly grace impart, 
And by thy Holy Spirit write 

Thy law upon my heart : 
My soul would cleave to thee ; 

Let nought my purpose move ; 
O, let my faith more steadfast be. 

And more intense my love ! 

2 Imbue my constant mind 

With deep humility, 
And let an ardent zeal be joined 

With perfect charity ; 
The grace to me impart, 

With meekness to reprove, 
To hate the sin with all my heart. 

And still the sinner love. 




IX. JOY, GRATITUDE, PRAISE. 



J,3 f • ^- M. Addison. 

1 When all thy mercies, O my God, 

My rising soul surveys, 
Transported with the view, Vm lost 
In wonder, love and praise. 

2 Unnumbered comforts on my soul 

Thy tender care bestowed. 
Before .my infant heart conceived 
From whom those comforts flowed. 

3 When in the slippery paths of youth. 

With heedless steps I ran, 
Thine arm, unseen, conveyed me safe, 
And led me up to man. 

4 When worn with sickness, oft hasi thou 

With health renewed my face ; 
And when in sin and sorrow sunk, 
Revived my soul with grace. 

5 Through every period of my life, 

Thy goodness I'll pursue ; 
And afler death, in distant worldt| 
The glorious theme renew* 



JOY, GRATITUDE, PRAISE. 



138. lOs. & lis. Park, 

1 My soul, praise the Lord, speak good of his 

name! 
His mercies record, his bounties proclaim : 
To God, their Creator, let all creatuiies raise 
The song of thanksgiving, the chorus of praise ! 

2 Tho* hid from man*s sight God sits on his throne, 
Yet here by his works their author is known : 
The world shines a mirror its Maker to show, 
And heaven views its imaore reflected below. 

3 By knowledge supreme, by wisdom divine, 
God governs this earth with gracious design ; 
O'er beast, bird, and insect his providence 

reigns. 
Whose will first created, whose love still sustains. 

4 And man, his last work, with reason endued, 
Who, falling through sin, by grace is renewed ; 
To God, his Creator, let man ever raise 

The song of thanksgiving, the chorus of praise ! 



139. 



S. M. Watts, 



1 To GoD, the only wise, 

Our Savior and our King, 
Let all the saints below the skies 
Their humble praises bring. 

2 'Tis his almighty love, 

His counsel and his care, 
Preserves ys safe from sin and deaths 
And every hurtful snare. 



JOY| , GRATITUDE, PRAISE. 

3 He will present our sould, 

Unblemished and complete, 
Before the glory of his face, 
With joys divinely great. 

4 To our Redeemer God 

Wisdom and power belong ; 
Immortal crowns of majesty, 
And everlasting song. 



/ 



140. S. M. Watts. 

1 O Lord, our heavenly King, 

Thy name is all divine ; 
Thy glories round the earth are spread, 
And o'er the heavens they shine. 

2 When to thy works on high 

I raise my wondering eyes, 
And see the moon, complete in light, 
Adorn the darksome skies : 

3 When I survey the stars, 

And all their shining forms, 
Lord, what is man, that feeble thing. 
Akin to dust and worms 1 

4 Lord, what is feeble man, 

That thou should'st love him so ! 
Next to thine angels is he placed, 
And lord of all below. 

5 How rich thy bounties are ! 

And wond'rous are thy ways; 
Of dust and worms thy power can framts 
A monument of praise. 



JOT, GRATITUDE, PIUISB. 

141. L. M. Watts. 

1 Give to our God immortal praise ; 
Mercy and truth are all his ways : 
Wonders of grace to God belong ; 
Repeat his mercies in your song. 

2 He built the earth, he spread the sky, 
And fixed the starry lights on high : 
Wonders of grace to God belong, 
Repeat his mercies in your song. 

3 He sent his Son with power fo save 
From guilt, and darkness, and the grave ; 
Wonders of gr? ce to God belong, 
Repeat his mercies in your song. 

4 Through this vain world he guides our feet, 
And leads us to his heavenly seat ; 

His mercies ever shall endure, 

When this vain world shall be no more. 



142. 7s. M. RtlaNd. 

1 Sovereign Ruler of the skies, 
Ever gracious, ever wise; 

All my times are in thy hand, 
All events at thy command. 

2 Thou didst form me by thy power, 
Thou wilt guide me, hour by hour ; 
All my times shall ever be 
Ordered by thy wise decree ; 

3 IMmes of sickness, times of health. 
Times of penury and wealth, . 
Times of trial and of grief, 
Times of triumph and relief^ 



4 

HUT, GRATITUDE, PRAI9B. 

4 Times temptation's power to prove, 
Times to taste a Savior*s love ; 
Ail is fixed, the means and end, 
As shall please my heavenly Friend. 



143. 



S. M. Mrs. Steele. 



1 My Maker and my King, 

To thee my all I owe : 
Thy sovereign bounty is the spring, 
Whence all my blessings flow. 

2 Thou ever good and kind ! 

A thousand reasons move, 
A thousand obligations bind 
My heart to grateful love. 

3 The creature of thy hand, 

On thee alone I live ; 
My God ! thy benefits demand 

More praise than tongue can give. 

« 

4 O let thy grace inspire 

My soul with strength divine ; 
Let all my powers to thee aspire. 
And all my days be thine. 



144. 



L. M. Watts. 



1 Be thou exalted, O my God, 

Above the heavens, where angels dwell ; 
Thy power on earth be known abroad, 
And land to land thy wonders tell. 



JOY, Gratitude, praisb. 

2 Mj heart is fixed, my song shall raise 

Immortal honors to thy name ; 
Awake, my tongue, to sound his praise, 
My tongue, the glory of my frame. 

3 High o'er the earth his mercy reigns. 

And reaches to the utmost sky ; 
His truth to endless years remains, 
When lower worlds dissolve and die. 



145. C. M. Watts. 

1 Jesus ! I love thy charming name, 

'Tis music to my ear ; 
Fain would I sound it out so loud, 
That earth and heaven might hear. 

2 Yes, thou art precious to my soul. 

My transport and my trust; 
Jewels to thee are ojaudy toys, 
And gold is sordid dust. 

• 

3 O may thy grace still cheer my heart ! 

And shed its fragrance there; 
The noblest balm of all its wounds, 
The cordial of its care. 

4 ril speak the honors of thy name. 

With my last laboring breath, 
And speechless, clasp thee to my arms, ^ 
My joy in life and death. 



JOY, GRATITUDE, FRAISE. 



146. S. M. Watts. 

1 How beauteous are their feet, 

Who stand on Zion's hill ! 
Who bring salvation on their tongues, 
And words of peace reveaL 

2 How charming is their voice I 

How sweet the tidings are ! 
* Zion, behold thy Savior king, 
He reigns and triumphs here.' 

3 How happy are our ears, 

That hear this joyful sound. 
Which kings and prophets waited for, 
And sought, but never found ! 

4 How blessed are our eyes ! 

That see this heavenly light ; 
Prophets and kings desired it long, 
But died without the sight ! 

5 The Lord makes bare his arm 

Through all the earth abroad : 
Let every nation now behold 
Their Savior and their God. 



J^'y^ L. M. Doddridge. 

1 Awake, onr noblest powers, to bless 
The God of Abra'm, God of Peace ; 
Now by a dearer title known, 
Father and God of Christ his Son. 

2 Through every age his gracious ear 
Js open to his servants' prayer ; 
Nor can one humble soul complain 
That he has sought his God in vain. 



JQ7, GRATITUDE, PRAISB. 

3 What unbelieving heart shall dare 
In whispers to suggest a fear, 
While still he owns his ancient name, 
The same his power» his love the same. 

4 To thee our souls in faith arise. 
To thee we lift expecting eyes. 

And boldly through the desert tread ; 
For God will guard where Christ bath led. 



148. C. M. Watts. 

1 O FOR a shout of sacred joy 

To Gof', the sovereign King t 
Let every land their tongues employ. 
And hymns of triumph sing. 

2 Whilst .angels shout their lofty praise^ 

Let mortals learn their strains ; 
Let all the earth their voices raise. 
O'er all the earth he reigns. 

3 Rehearse his praise with^awe profound,. 

Let knowledge lead the song ; 
Nor mock him with a solemn sound 
Upon a thoughtless tongue. 

4 In Israel stood his ancient throne ; 

He loved that chosen race ; 
* But now he calls the world his own. 
And heathens taste his grace. 



149. C. M. Watts 

1 To our Almighty Maker, God, 
New honors be addressed ; 
His great salvation shines abroad. 
And makes the nations ble^t. 



. « 



X ' 
\ 



JOY, 6RATITUP£, PRAISE* 

2 Joy to the world ! the Lord is come, 

JLiet earth receive her King ; 

Let every heart prepare him room, 

And heaven and nature slcg. 

3 Joy to the virorld ! her Savior reigns, 

Let men their songs employ ; 
While lands and seas, rocks, hills, and plains 
Repeat the sounding joy. 

4 No more let sin and sorrow grow, 

Nor violence abound ; 
He comes to make his blessings flow, 
Wherever man is found. 



150. 



H. M. Tate. 



1 To God, the mighty Lord, 
Your joyful thanks repeat ; 
To him due praise afford, 
As good as he is great: 

For God does prove 
Our constant friend ; 
His boundless love 
Shall never end. 

2 To him, whose wondrous power, 
All other gods obey ; 

Who earthly kinors adore. 
This grateful homage pay : 

For God will prove 

Our constant friend ; 

His bojindless love 

Shall never end. 



*-•- 



JOT, GRATITUDE, PRAISE. 

151 • L. M. Watt4i. 

1 With all roy powers of heart and tongue,, 
ni praise my Maker in my song; 
While holy zeal directs my eyes 

To thy fair temple in the skies. 

2 ril sing thy truth and mercy, Lord, 
I'll sing the wonders of thy word ; 
Not all thy works and names below, 
So much thy power and glory-show. 

3 Amidst a thousand snares I stand, 
Upheld and guarded by thy hand ; 
Thy words my fainting soul revive, 
And keep my dying faith alive. 

4 Grace will complete what grace begins. 
To save from sorrows or from sins ; 
The work which wisdom undertakes. 
Eternal mercy ne'er forsakes. 



152. C. M. Mrs. Steele. 

1 Great is the Lord ! our souls adore ! 

We wonder while we praise ; 
Thy power, what creature can explore, 
Or equal honors raise ? 

2 Thy name shall dwell upon ray tongue. 

While suns shall set and rise ; 
And tune my everlasting song ' 
In realms beyond the skies. 

8 Thy praise shall he my constant theme. 
The wonders of thy power ; 
ril speak the honors of thy name, 
And bid the world adore. 



JOY, GRATITUDE, PRAISE. 

4 But sweetly flowing strains shall tell 

The riches of thy grace ; 
And songs of grateful joy reveal 
Thy spotless righteousness. 

5 Plow large thy tender mercies ire ! 

How wide thy grace extends 1 
On thy beneficence and care 
The universe depends. 



T— 



lo3« !•• M. Mrs. Steele. 

1 Happy the man whose hopes divine 
On nature's guardian God recline; 
Who can with sacred transport say, 
This God is mine, my help, my stay. ' 

2 Heaven, earth and sea declare his name ; 
He built, he filled their spacious frame ; 
And o'er creation's fairest lines 

His steadfast truth unchanging shines. • 

3 His justice looks on those who -mourn 
Beneath the proud oppressor's scorn ; ' 
The hungry poor his hand sustains. 
And breaks the wretched captive's chains. 

4 If weary strangers friendless roam. 
Divine protection is their home ; 
The Lord relieves the widow's care. 
And dries the helpless orphan's tear. 

7 
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JOY, GRATITUDE, PRATSE. 



154. 



P. M. Tate. 



1 O PRAISE ye the Lord, 
Prepare your glad voice. 
His praise in the great 
Assembly to sing : 
In their great Creator 
Let all men rejoice, 
And heirs of salvation 
Be glad in their King. 

2 With glory adorned, 
His people shall sing 
To God, who defence 
And plenty supplies ; 
Their loud acclamations 
To him their Great King, 
Through earth shall be sounded, 
And reach to the skies. 



155. 



S. M. Watts. 



1 Thy name. Almighty Lord, 

Shall sound through distant lands ; 
Great is thy grace, and sure thy word; 
Thy truth forever stands. 

S Far be thine honor spread. 
And long thy praise endure, 
Till morning light and evening shade 
Shall be exchanged no more. 



JOY, GRATITUDE, PRAISE. 

156« I^M. Watts. 

1 From all that dwell below the skies, 
Let the Creator's praise arise ; 
Let the Redeemer's name be sung 
Through every land, by every tongue. 

S Eternal are thy mercies, Lord : 
Eternal truth attends thy word : 
Thy praise shall sound from shore todiore. 
Till suns shall rise and set no more. 

7* 



i If : • 



X. THE GLORIOUS FUTURE. 



157. 



P. M. A. Ballou. 



1 God shall be all in all : — 

And then shall mafshall^ warriors, 
No more tfpon the pUin, 
Heiiew their battle niry, 
To multiply the slain ; 
Then shall the peaceful era, 
By Zion's bards foretold, 
With all its promised glory, 
The ransomed world enfold. 

2 God shall be aH in all :— 

And then the horrid slaver 
Shall cross the waves no more. 
Defenceless men to ravish 
From Afric's injured shore; 
And all the sable millions, 
In bondage held abroad, 
Present the grateful tribute, 
To their Redeeming God. 

3 God shall be all in all :— 

The church, long torn with faction. 
Will lay each quarrel by. 
And all her jealous watchmen, 
See clearly eye to eye ; 
Attired in bridal garments. 
She'll take her Lord's right hand, 
And free from spot or wrinkle, 
Fulfil his high command. 



TJBK. GL0R10V8 FUTOEE. 

4 God shall be all in all :— * 

Aui then shall dark rebellion r. ) ^ 

Against his holy throne 

Be hushed in endless sileiioe^, j ' . 

Where'er bis same k knowo ;; . /. 

The all«^revailing Victor . 

Will make an end of sins, ; i 

And only yield bia sceptre^. 

When perfect love begioa^ . 



158. CM. 

1 Roll on, O Lord, the latter day^ * 

When grace shall reign alone ; . 
And all the natioas of ibe< world, > 
Shall bow before thy throhM) ^ 

2 Then shall pure converts crowd io. Christ, 

And bless the gospel sound ; 
While grace eternal awefetly shineS) 
To ravish all around. 

• '. ■ 

3 Then shall the watchmen of the Lapab, 

Exalt the cr6ss on high ; 
And with a clear refulgent ligbjty 
Shall all see eye to eye. / 

4 Thus shall the glorious gospel' fly^; 

To sound the Savior forth ; 
Till faith, and love, and joys divine, 
Shall* run through all the earth. 

5 Then, war shall cease^ and wrath subside, 

And peace immortal flow;* : « 

And saints unite in joy and peace, . 
And glory reign below. 



iSK m*0M09B pimmc. 



159« H. tf. DcXDDaiDGE. 

1 Makk the soft fBlling^siMmy 
And the descending rtia 1 

To- heaveb, from whence il fell. 
It turns «ot back again ; 

But waters earth, 

Throug4l ererjr pore, 

And calls forth all 

Her secret store. 

2 Arrayed in beanteous green. 
The hills and vallies shine. 
And nan and beast are fed 
By providence dim^ 

The harvest bows 
Its golden ears. 
The copious seed 
Of future years. 

3 So, saith the Ood of grace^ 
My gospel shall descend. 
Almighty to effect 

The purpose I intend ; 
Millions of souls 
Shall feel its power, 
And bear it down 
Tp miUions more. 



160. C. M, Rippon's Col. 

1 Lord, let the gospel tidings spread 
The spacions earth around. 
Till every tribe and every soul 
Shall hear the joyful sound 7 



' THE GLORIOUS FCTUKE. 

2 O when shall Afric's sable sods 

Enjoy the heavenly word, 
And, long in slavery held, become 
The freemen of the Lord t 

3 When shall the savage, waud'ring tribes, 

A dark bewildered race, 
Sit down ac our ImrnanuePs feet. 
And learn his saving grace t 

4 Haste, sovereign mercy, to transform 

Their cruelty to love ; ' 

Convert the tiger to the lamb, 

The vuHare to the dove. 



161 



C. M. Watts. 



1 Lo, what a glorious sight appears 

To our believing eyes, 
The reign of sin has passed away, 
And man no longer dies. 

2 The God of glory down to men 

Removes his blest abode ; 
Men the dear objects of his grace, 
And he their loving God. 

3 His tender hand shall wipe the tears 

From every weeping eye ; 
And pains, and groans, and griefs, andT fears. 
And death itself z^hall die. 

4 How long, dear Savior, O how long 

Shall this bright hour delay ! 
Fly swifter round, ye wheels of time, 
And bring the welcome day. 



THE GLORIOUS FUTUilK. 



1624 C. M. Rin^OK's Col. 

1 Father, is not thy promise sure. 

To thy exalted son ? 
That through the nations of the earth. 
The word of life shall run ! 

2 'Ask an<l'receiTe the heathen lands. 

For thine inheritance, 
And to the world's remotest ends 
Thy empire shall advance/ 

3 Hast thou not said the blinded Jews 

Shall their Redeemer own 1 

« 

Whilst Gentiles to his standard crowd, 
And bow before his throne? 

4 Are not all kingdoms, tribes, and tongves. 

Beneath the ar6h of heaven. 
To the dominion of thy Son, 
Without exception given ? 

5 From east to west, from north to south, 

Then be his name adored, 
Let earth with all her millions shout, 
Hosanna to the Lord I 



1d3« L- M. Ci|. Psalmody 

1 Though now the nations, sit beneath 

The darkness of overspreading detth, 
God will arise with light divine, ; 

On Zion's holy towers to shina . 

2 That light shall glance on distak^t land^, 
And heathen tribes, in joyful bands, , 
Come with exulting haste to prove . 
The power and greatness of his iovt. 



THB eLORIOUS FVTURB. 

3 Lord, spread the triumphs of ftiy grace ; 
Let trutli, and righteousnem, and peace^ 
In mild and lovely forms display 
The glories of the latter day. 



l64l« 8s, 7s & 48. Ch. PsAUfODT. 

1 O'ee the gloomy hills of darkness. 

Look, my soul — be still and gaze ; 
See the promises advancing 

'i'o a glorious day of grace ! 
Blessed jubilee t 
Let thy glorious morning dawn ! 

2 Let the dark, benighted Pagan, 

Let the rude barbarian see 
That divine and glorious conquest, 

Once obtained on Calvary : 
Let the gospel 
Loud resound from pole to pole. 

3 Kingdoms wide that sit in darkness, 

Grant them, Lord, the glorious light ; 
Now, from eastern coast to western,. 

May the morning chase the night ; 
Let redemption, 
Freely purchased, win the day ! 

4 Fly abroad, thou mighty gospel ; 

Win and conquer — never dease ! 
May thy lasting, wide dominion 

Multiply, and still increase ; 
Sway thy sceptre. 
Savior, all the iVorld around ! 



tBK ^tOUIOUS tttMB. 



1 

103* S. M. Ch. Psauiody. 

1 O Lord, oar God, arise, 

The cause of truth maintain ; 
And wide o'er ail the peopled world 
Extend her hiessed reign. 

S Th6<i Prince of life, arise, 
Nor let thy glory cease ; 
Far spread the conq nests of thy grace, 
And bless the earth with peace. 

3 Thou Holy Ghost, arise, 

Extend thy healing wing. 
And o'er a dark and ruined world 
Let light and order spring. 

4 Let all on earth arise, 

And hymns of triumph sing ; 
From shore to shore— ^from earth to heaven^ 
Let echoing anthems ring ! 



166. 



H. M. Ch. Psalmody. 



1 SoVERBioN of worlds above, 

And Lord of all below, 
Thy faithfulness and love. 
Thy power and mercy show : 
Fulfil thy word, 
Thy Spirit give ; 
Let heathens live. 
And praise the Lord. 

2 Few be the years that roll. 

Ere all shall worship thee ; 
The travail of his soul 
Soon let the Savior see : 



TllE OLORIOIJfl tUTVEK. 

O (jod of grace.! 
Thy power employ ; 
Fill earth with ^oy, 
And heaven with praise. 



10 1 • C. M. Ch. Psalmody. 

1 O'er mountain tops the mount of God, 

In latter days shaJl^ rise, 
Above the summits of the hills, 
And draw the wondering eyes. 

2 To this the joyful nations round, 

All tribes and tongues shall flow ; 
',Up to the mount of God,' they say, 
' And to his house we'll go.' 

3 The beams which shine from Zion's hill 

Shall lighten every land ; 
Tbe king who reigns in Salem's towers 
Shall all the world command. 

4 No war shall rage, nor hostile strife 

Disturb those happy years ; 
To plow-shares men shall beat their swords, 
To pruning-hooks their spears. 

5 No longer hosts, encountering hosts, 

Shall crowds of slain deplore ; 
They'll hang their trumpet in the hall| 
And study war no more. 



THE 6I.OKIOUI rvTvms. 

1C8« "^s- ^ ^- Ch. Psalmody. 

1 When shall the Toice of singing 

Flow joyfully along ? 
And hill and valley ringing 

With one triumphant song, 
Proclaim the contest ended, 

And Him who once was slain^ 
Again to earth descended, 

In righteousness to reign t 

2 Then from tVe craggy mountaiati 

The sacred shout shall fly, 
And shady vales and fountains 

Shall echo the reply: 
High tower and lowly dwelling 

Shall send the chorus round, . 
Loud hallelujahs swelling 

In one eternal sound ! 



169. 



L. M. Ch. PiALMODY. 



1 Soon may the last glad song arise^ 
Through all the millions of the skies-— 
That song of triumph which records 
That all the earth is how the Lord'i 1 

2 Let thrones, and powers, and kingdoms be 
Obedient, mighty God^ to thee ! 

And over land, and stream and maitf, 
Be swayed. the sceptre of thy reign I 

3 O let that glorious anthem swell ; 
Let host to host the triumph tell — 
That not one rebel heart remains. 
But over all the Savior reigns ! 



THE aLORIOUS FUTUR15. 



1T0« 7s. M, Ch. Psalmody. 

1 Wake the song of jubilee, 
Let it echo o'er the sea I 

Now is come the promised hour ; 
Jesus reigns with sovereign power ! 

2 All ye nations, join and sing, 

* Christ, of lords and kings is King !' 
Let it sound from shore to shore; 
Jesus reigns for evermore ! 

3 Now the desert lands rejoice, 
And the islands join their voice ; 
Yea, the whole creation sings; 
Jesus is the King of kings V 



- f 



171. p. M. E. Davis, 

1 No SOUND of deadly strife. 
No murderous lust of life. 

Shall rend the air, or fill the hearts of men ; ^ 

When, gentle as a dove. 

Omnipotent ki love, 
The Prince of Peace shall visit earth again. 

2 O then, where war has rolled, 
Through ages dark antl old, 

Its surging billows, dyed with human gore,^ 
The stream of God shall glide 
To nations hr and wide, 

White love's sweet anthem swells from shore to 
shore. 



THB GLORIOUS FUTDRB. 

3 The inebriate's fount of wo, 
Forever sealed, shall flow » 

No more to desolate the homes of men : 

The oppressor's iron rod. 

Doomed by the living God, 
Shall never smite his plundered poor again, 

4 See ! see ! glad beams of light. 
Athwart sin's heavy night, 

Stream from the morning^s widely opening gates : 
AH hail ! the King of kings 
Abroad his banner flings, 

And earth, subdued, his peaceful reign iwaits. 



172. 10s, M. Pope, Alt'd. 

1 Rise, crowned with light, imperial Salem, rise ; 
Exalt thy towering head, and lift thine eyes ; 
See heaven its sparkling portals wide display^ 
And break upon thee in a flood of day. 

2 See a long race thy spacious courts adonis 
See future sons and daughters yet unborn. 
In crowding ranks on every side arise. 
Demanding life, impatient for the skies. 

3 See barbarous nations at thy gates attend, 
Walk in thy light, and in thy temple bend ; 
See thy bright altars thronged with prostrate 

kings. 
While every land its joyous tribute brings. 

4 The seas shall waste, the skies in smoke decay. 
Rocks fall to dust, and mountains melt away ; 
But fixed his word, his saving power remains ; 
Thy realm still lasts, thine own Messiah reigns. 



THE OLORIOUS FUTURE. 



1 73. 8*. & 7s. E. Davis. 

1 A VISION opens on my eye ; 

I see a mighty hand unroll. 
As from the eternal throne on high, 
Adown the clear and tranquil sky, 

Jehovah's love-writ scroll ! 

2 A vision of that holy time, 

Beheld by prophet-hards of old ; 
When rapt in extasies sublime, 
They saw, to earth's remotest climes 

The reign of peace unfold. 

3 That reign, in triumph, heralds in 

The glad earth's high millennial year ; 
A year unbroken by the din 
Of conflict, with its shame and sin ;-^ 

The vision brings it near. 

4 See ! clearer shines its written page, 

As brighter glows the lengthenijig scroll ! 
Its pledge — a glorious heritage 
Of peace and truth, from age to age, 

While fadeless years shall roll. 



1 74:« '^^' & ^* MnS. COLBURN. 

1 Thb morn of Peace is beaming — 

Its glory will appear ; 
Behold its early gleaming. 

The day is drawing near; 
The spear shall then be broken. 

And sheathed the glittering sword — 
The olive be the token, 

And Peace the greeting word» 



TUB GLORIOUS FUTURE. 



2 Yes — yes, the day is breaking ! 

Far brighter glows that beam ! 
The nations round are waking, 

As from a midnight dream : 
They see it radiance shedding,- 

Where all was dark as night ; 
'Tis higher, wider spreading — 

A boundless flood of light. 



175. 



P. M. Mrs. Price. 



1 The reign of love is hastening — 

See the light, how it breaks. 
The power of sin is wasting, 

See the light ; 
Soon war will all be ended ! 

See the light, how it breaks. 
And peace and truth be blended, 

- See the light; 

Gome O Savior ! hasten on. 

Make earth a happy home. 

2 Intemperance be demolished. 

See the light, how it breaks, 
And oppression all abolished, 

See the light ; 
Let earth's poor sons and daughters, 

See the light, how it breaks. 
Drink free salvation's waters. 
See the light; 
Come O Savior 1 hasten on, 
Make earth a happy home. 

3 Our God is now descending, 

See the light, how it breaks, 
With a host of love attending. 
See the light,; 



1«« *dl;OttIOUS FUTUIIB. 

• * 

See the Hgkc, hour it breaks, 
GoM*lfehvfi to mortals bringing, 
Sfce fbe tight: 
Come,»0 Savior ! hast^ir on, 
Make earth a happy home. 

* 

4 We soon shall bask in glory, 
See the tight, how it breaks. 
Mankind be pure and holy. 

See the light 
Streams bright from Christ tbe fountain, 

See the light, how it breaks, 
Wide o'er God's holy mountain. 
See the light: 
Come, O Savior, hasten on, 
Make earth a happy home. 



176. 



P. M. Mackay. 



There's a good lime coming, friends, 

A good time coming ; 
There's a good time coming friends, 

Wait a little longer : 
We may not live to see the day, 
But earth shall glisten in the ray, 

Qf the good time coming; 
Cannon-balls may aid the truth, 

But thought's a weapon stronger ; 
We'll win our battle by its aid, 

Wait a little longer. 

O, there's a good lime, &c. 

8 



2 Th^re^B a good lime ooniaf , Griw4^ 

A good time coining ; 
The pen shall supersede the MFord^ 
And right, not migbl, shall be the lord. 

In the good time coming: 
Worth, not birth, shall rule mabkind, 

And be acknowledged stronger ; 
The pro[>er impulse nas been given. 

Wait a little longer. 

O, there's a good time, &c» 

3 There's a good time coming, friends, 

A good time coming; 
Hateful rivalries of creed, 
Shall not make their martjrs bleed, 

In the good time coming ; 
Religion shall be shorn of pride, 

And flourish all the stronger ; 
And Charity shall trim her lamp. 

Wait a little longer. 

O, there's a good time, d&c. 

4 There's a good time coming, friends, 

A good time coming ; 
War in all men's' eyes shall be 
A monster of iniquity, 

In the good time coming: 
Nations shall not quarrel then. 

To prove which is the stronger ; 
Nor slaughter men for glory's aakci 

Wait a little longer. 

O, there's a good time^ &.c. 



XL TEMPERANCE. ^ 



177. 



C M. 



1 Can we forget the gloomy tiiiie» 

. When Bacchus ruled the day. — 
When draaipation, sloth and erinie 

Bore undisputed sway T 
The time — the time — ^the gloomy tim^^ 

The time now passed away, 
When dissipation, sloth and crime 

Bqre undisputed sway. 

2 All honor to the noble band, 

Who feared no creature's frowB, 
And boldly pledged both heart and band. 

To put intemp'rance down ; 
The band — the band — the noble band*^ 

The band of blest renown — 
Who boldly pledged both heart tod hind 

To put intemperance down. 

% Nor shall the Pledge be e'er forgot* 

That so much bliss creates — 
Well touch not — taste not — handle not, 

Whatever intoxicates ; 
The Pledge — the Pledge b not forgoW— 

The Pledge that Satan hates ; 
We'll touch not— taste not— handle BOl» 

Whate'er intoxicates. 



TEMPERANCE. 



178. L. M. 

1 Oh ! shun the bowl, when rich delight 
Shines loveliest, mortal, i^n thy sighl ; 
Oh loathe the cbornns that tempt to sip, 
Oh dash the rapture from thy lip ! 

2 For 'neath the nectared pleasure's tide, 
The rankest dreg» of woe abide ; " I 
And every drop that cheers thy heart, 

Will madden more the pioison's smart. 

3 'Tis like the smile T>f treiacherj, 
'Tis like the glassy ocean's dy(^: 
Deceit is lurrking in that glow, 
And death and dancj^er frown beloMr. 

4 Then, mortal, when the joys of earth 
Invite thee to a pangless mirth, 
Beware, nor dare the buwl to, sip,. 
But dash the rapture from thy lip. 



179i P- M. F. W. AI)Lf^PGTON. 

1 Tribre came for the pledge a poor Tietlm of 

folli; 
His face bore the marks of contention and strife ; 
With his children he came, his poor 0§car knd 

. JloJJe, , 

And tier the poor sufferer, his soul-stric){en ivife: 
Oh ! sad was bis. heart, as around hifn.he'ga^ed: 
His wild staring eves with hard drinking were 

= fiJ"ed; , ' ' 

He f^It Tike a strans^er, ashamed and ati^agsed, 
And seemed undecided to tarry or g6. ' 



2 Intemp'raDce hadset.its:foii)8^alqn:hi(|S3jetMirMt 
And hQart-grinding poverty clAioiecl hi og^ her .€^0;^ 
You scarce could believe he wa^ ooe of.Qod!^. 

creatures, ., * 

He looked so unmanly, so wretched and lone : 
He asked for the pledge with a tone of petition, 
And surveyed it all o'er with a look of cont9iti9P| 
Till meekly he came to the prudent decision', * 
'Twere safest to sign it and 'scape from his foe. 

3 He stretched forth his hand (hat with -pals^ was 

shaking, 
And scarce could his fingers support the light pen ; 
He sobbed as he wrote, for his §tout heart was 

breaking ; 
He signed — and again he is numbered with men : 
Intently he gazed un the record before him, * 
While looked his poor wife as she falfl would 

adore him, . . . [hiai, 

Convinced that the pledge would to virt^ge restore 
And give her wn husband again to her h^art. 

4 There comes to the church a fair daughter of Erin, 
While two lovely children her footsteps attend ; 
Tis she, the once wretched, but now happy 

Mirein, 
Who leans on the arm of her husb?ind and friend: 
There's a tear on her cheek from the fountslin of 

pleasure, 
A smile on her lip as she looks on her treasure^ * 
While gratitude springs in her heart wiftfoQl 

measure, 
For blessings that blot out the metnory* of pain. 

5 They come to the Altar where peniteata gather, 
And breathe their thanksgiving to God's holy name; 
That he the loved husband,aDd now honored father, 
Was plucked a9 a brand froia the furnace of sllftme. 



TBIirBEAlfCB. 



Oh, who that haa looked on a scene ao endearing:, 
For locre would rain a prospect so cheering, 
And blight the fond hope of the sweet Rose of 
And lure the freed soul to his fetters again ![Erin, 



180. 



L. M* Whittier. 



1 Take back the bowl ! take back the bowl ! 
Reserf e it for polluted lips ; 

I will not bow, a tameless soul, 
Beneath its dark and foul eclipse. 

2 Aye, take it back ; let others bring 
Oblif ion o'er the haunted soul— ^ 
My memory is a blessed thing — 
Away I Away I take back the bowl. 

3 An upright heart — a guiltless brow — 
A soul unbowed, are left alone ; 

I will not break in madness now, 
The only staff I lean upon. 

4 The keenest pangs that grief can send 
Shall never prompt to deeds accursed-— 
Take back the bowl I — I will not bend, 
A cowering spirit, to the dust. 



181. 



P. M. Willis. 



1 Look not upon the sparkling wine. 

When red within the cup ; 
Stay not for pleasure when she (ills 

Her tempting beaker up ; 
Though clear its depths, and rich its glow, 
A speli of madness lurks below. 



TEMPtEANeB. 

2 They saj 'tis pleasant on the lip, 

And lively on the brain ; 
They say it stirs the sluggish Mood, 

And dutts the tooth of pain ; 
Aye, bat within its gloomy deeps, 
A stinging serpent treacherous sleeps. 

3 Then turn the burning cup aside, 

And spill the purple wine ; 
Take not its madness to thy lip — 

Let not its curse be thine : 
' 'Tis red and rich, but grief and woe 
Are hid those rosy depths below. 



182. L.M. 

1 HosANNAS, Lord, to thee we sing, 
Whose power the giant fiend obeys, 
What countless thousands tribute bring, 
For happier homes and brighter days ! 

3 Thou wilt not break the bruised reed. 
Nor leave the broken heart unbound ; 
The wife regains a husband freed ! 
The orphan clasps a father found ! 

3 Spare, Lord, the thoMghtless, guide the blind. 
Till man no more shall deem it just, 

To live by forging chains to bind 
His weaker brother in the dust, 

4 With nature's draught your goblets fill, 
And pledge the world that ye are free ! 
God of eternal truth, we will ! 

Oar cause is thine, our trust in thee : 



lo3» p. M. ' Sargent. 

JereTniah, 13 : 12 — 14. 

1 When Israel's God in his anger had sproken, 
The prophet prefigured the curse that he wilFd : 
It was not that life's golden bowl should be 

broken, 

*But every bottle viith wine shouM be flHed. 

•• 

2 Avert, God of mercy, that sorrow ai>d sadness, 
That broke the fond hearts of Jerusalem then ; 
Permit not the spirit of murder and madness 
To move with the form and the features of men. 

3 Oh, let us not torture the treasures of heaven. 
To find where the secret of misery lies ; * . 
The stream, as it ripples, the rock that is riven. 
The pure draught of nature for mortais supplies. 

4 The bonds of the l:^acchanal hence let us sever ; 
The draught that bewilders the reason, resign ; 
The type of the 'prophet be cherished forever : — 
God's vials of wrath were their bottles of wiae ! 



184. 7s. & 6s. 

1 O, TREAT the drunkard kindly, 

Say not to him in wrath, 
He is a human monster — 

An imp in virtue's path : 
Say^ot, before his presence, 

He is to mercy lost— 
Though by intemperance shattered- 

Oq dangerous billows tossed. 



' 2 Sp^Ak to the driinkaycf Ttifidly/ 

And t^ke him by the hsirid; ' 

And lead him where ihfe outcbk 

Once more erect may stand ; • 
It is persuasion^ only 

He needs to save him now ; 
See ! gentle words and kindness, 

How they inspire his brow ! 

3 Speak to the drunkard kindly, 

And let the starting tear 
Reveal thy warm affections, 

And sympathy sincere! 
For this — O, this will save him 

From wretchedness and woe, 
And cause within his bosom 

Pure gratitude to flow. 

4 O treat the drunkard kindly, 

And you will surely win. 
From paths of degradation, 

From sorrow and from sin : 
And in the world of glory 

Full many a soul will shine, 
Which by your generous efforts, . 

Was raised to bliss divine. 

185. lis. (SsSs. 

1 Hark, hark, the sweet mnsic that sounds thro' 

And thriJIs in the ears of us all ; [the land. 
As louder and louder each cold water band, 
Responds to the true temperance Aall. 

2 Lo! thousands spring up from each vaHey and 

And seizing the soul-stirring strain, " [hill. 

Send back the blest challenge with heartyigood 

From hill-top to valley again. [will, 



TBMrKEANeB. 



3 And thas may the straina of the eoM-witer scmg 

Refresh us while lasts the glad day ; 
And night, in its stillness, the echo prdongi 
Till time with us passes awaj. 

4 While hope, with her warm light, eaeh be^tfniog 

Evermore may that life-giving strain [eye fills, 
Ring oat as an earnest of joy, till it thrills 
And echoes to heaven again. 



a 

186. S. M. M. W. Hale. 

1 Praise for the glorious light, 

. Which crowns this joyous day ; 
Whose beams dispel the shades of night, 
And wake our grateful lay ! 

2 Praise for the mighty band, 

Redeemed from error's chain ; 
Whose echoing voices, through oar land, 
Join our triumphant strain I 

3 Ours is no conquest gained 

Upon the tented field ; 
Nor hath the flowing life-blood stained 
The victor's helm and shield. 

4 But the strong might of love, 

And truth's all-pleading voice, 
As angels bending from above. 
Have made our hearts rejoice. 

5 Ijord ! upward to thy throne 

Th' imploring voice we raise ; 
The might, the strength, are thine alone! 
Thine be our loftiest praise. 



TBHriaAMCB. 

187. c. M. 

1 Stat, snortal, stay ! oor heedless thus, 

Thy sure destruction seal ; 
Within that cup there lurks a curse, 
Which all who drink must feel. 

2 Disease and death, forever, nigh, 

Stand ready at the door; 
And eager wait to hear the cry, 
Of 'give me one glass more.' 

3 Stay, mortal, stay ! repent, return, 

Reflect upon thy fete ; 
The poisonous draught indignant spurn- 
Spurn, spurn it, ere too fate. 

4 O fly the place of licensed sin. 

Nor linger near the door, 
Lest thou, perchance, should taste again 
The treacherous * one glass more.' 



188. L, M. 

1 God of our fathers, 'tis thy hand. 

Hath turned the tide of death away. 
That roUed in madness o'er the land, 

And filled thy people with dismay. 

• 

2 Thy voice awoke us from our dream ; 

Thy spirit taught our hearts to feel ; 
'Twas thy own light, whose radiant beam 
Came down our duty to reveal. 

3 Almighty Parent, still in thee 

Our spirits trust for strength divine ; 
Gird U8 with heaven's own energy. 
And o'er our paths let wisdom shine. 



TBMPBEASirC. 



4 The work of man's destruction stay ; 

The tide of fire stjil backward press ; "l^i^^ ' 
Drive each delusive raist away, 
And every humble effort bless. 



78. M. P. H. SWEETSER 



199. 

1 Hark ! the voice of choral song * 
Floats upon the breete along, 
Chanting clear, in solemn lays,— ' 

* Man redeemed — to God the praise !'' 

2 Angels, strike the golden lyre! 
Mortals, catch the heavenly fire t 
Thousands ransomed from the grave, 
Millions yet our pledge shall save ! 

3 Save from sin's destructive breath, 
Save from sorrow, shame and death — 
From foul intemp'rance and strife, 
Save the husband, children, wife ! 

4 Courage ! let no heart despair — 
Mighty is the truth we bear ! 
Forward then, baptized '\n love. 
Led by wisdom from above ! 



190 



p. M. 

1 I'vR thrown the bowl aside, 

For me no more shall flow 
Its ruddy stream or sparkling tide. 

How bright soe'er it glow ; 
I've seen exlendincr wide 

Its devastating sway, 
Seen reason yield his power to guide,— 

I've cast the bowl away. 



2 O ne'er itempi me again - : t 

T^'daatn i^ <eupof din ; 
ForTeis^dire, disease^ and pain, 

Taintr-all that foams within ; 
Neglected duties rise 

In fearful sad array, 
Up to its brim, — I will be wise, — • 

I've cast the bowl away. 

8 My days of revelry 

O gladly I give up ; 
They're but the marks of misery, - • 

Which lurk within the cup.; 
While Indolence and Want, 

And Poverty display 
Themselves in every drunkard's haunt,-— 

I've cast the bowl away ! 

4 A drunkard's gloomy gr^ve 

Shall ne'er be made for me ; 
O rather let the rushing wave 

Enguiph me in the sea ! , 
And may it be my lot 

To die 'neath Reason's ray ! 
Remembered by my friends or not,-r- 

I've cast the bowl awav ! 



yl, 6s. & 7s. PiBRPONT. 

1 Pillows wet with tears of anguish, 

Couches pressed in sleepless woe. 
Where the sons of Belial fanguish, 
Father, may we never kngw. 

2 For the maddening cup shall never 

' To our thirsting lips be pressed, 
' But oor drafl shall be, forever, 
i* The cald-water thou hast blessed., 



3 This shall gif e m stresflh lo ttbor. 

This, make all our aiore^ iactcaae; 
This, with thee and with oor netghbor, 
Bind 08 in the bonds of peace. 

4 For the lake, the well, the rifer, 

Water-brook and crystal spring, 
Do we now, to thee, the Giver, 
Thanks, our daily tribute, bring. 

192. p. M. Wash. Harp. 

1 Touch not the cup, it is death to thj soul, 

Touch not the cup, touch not the cup ; 
'Many I know who have quaffed from the bowl ; 

Touch not the cup, touch it not : 
Little they thought that the demon was there, 
Blindly they drank and were caught in the snare, 
Then of the death-dealing bowl oh beware ! • 

Touch not the cup, touch it not ! 

2 Touch not the cup when the wine glietens bright, 

Touch not the cup, touch not the cup; 
Tho' like the ruby it shines in the light. 

Touch not the cup, touch it not 
The fangs of the serpent are hid in the bowl, 
Deeply the poison will enter thy soul. 
Soon will it plunge thee beyond thy control. 

Touch not the cup, touch it not. 

3 Touch not the cup, young man in thy pride, 

Touch not the cup, touch not the ^up ; 
Hark to the warning of thousands who've died, 

Touch not the cup, touch it not: 
Go to their lonely and desolate tomb^ 
Think of their death, of their sorrow and gloom, 
Think that perhaps thou raay'sl sh«re id their 

Touch not the cup, touch it nol. [doom. 



TEMPCRANCK. 

4 Touch not the cup, O drink not a drop, 
Touch not the cup, touch not the cup ; 
All that thou lovest entreat thee to stop, 

Touch not the cup, touch it not. 
Stop ! for the home that to thee la so near, 
Stop ! for thy friends that to thee are so dear. 
Stop, for thy country, the God thou dost fear, 
Touch not the cup, touch it not. 



193. c, M. 

1 * 'Tis but a drop,' the father said, 

And gare it to his son. 
But tittle did he think a work 

Of death was then begun : 
The ' drop' that lured when thus the babe 

Scarce lisped his father's name, 
Inspired a fatal appetite 

Within his infant fVame. 

2 * 'Tis btit -a drop,' the comrades cried, 

In truant school-boy tone, — 
* It did not hurt us in our robes, 
. Nor will it n9w we're grown ;' 
And so they drank the mixture up— - 
^ That reeling youthful band ; 
For each had learned to love the taste. 
From his own father's hand. 

3 ' 'Tis but a drop— I need it now,' 

The staggering drunkard said ; * 
'It was my food in infancy. 

My meat, and drink, and bread ; 
A drop, a drop, oh, let me have, 

.'Twill so refresh my aoul I' 
He took it — trembled — drank — aad died. 

Grasping th« fatal bowl. 



'.I 

XII. ANTI-SLAVERY. 



194. P- M. H. Wa«m J|. 

1 Oppression shall not always reigQ; 

There comes a brighter day. 
When freedom, burst from every chain. 

Shall have triumphant way. 
Then right shall over might prevail. 
And truth, like hero armed in mail. 
The hosts of tyrant-wrong assail, 

And hold eternal sway. 

2 What voice shall bid the progress stay, 

Of truth's victorious car, 
What arm arrest the growing day, 

Or quench the solar.star?. 
What dastard soul, though stout and strong. 
Shall dare bring back the ancient wrong. 
Or slavery's guilty night prolong. 

And freedom'^ morning bar ? 

3 The hour of triumph conves apape. 

The fated, promised hour. 
When earth upon a ransomed race. 

Her beaute6us gifts shall shower. * 
Ring, Liberty, thy glorious bell. 
Bid high thy sacred banner swell. 
Let trump on trump the triumph tell, * : 

Of heaven's redeeming power. 



ANTI-SLAVE RT. 



190» ^'- M* Montgomery. 

1 Let Mammon hold, while Mammon can, 
The bones and blood of living man ; 
Let despots scorn, while despots dare. 
The shrieks and writhings of despair ;— 

2 The end wiU comSf it will not wait. 
Bonds, yokes and scourges have their date ; 
Slavery itself must pass away, 

And be a tale of yesterday. 



196. P- M. E. Davis. 

1 * It is falling ! it is falling !' 

The Almifijhty speed the day. 
When my country's giant thraldom ' 

Shall forever pass away ; 
When the hateful fetters melted 

From the bondman's soul and limb. 
He shall hail old freedom's temple. 

Opening wide her gates to him. 

2 It is falling— falling — falling ! 

By the wide green earth abhorred, 
Deep to deep to judgment calling — 

' It shall perish,' saith the Lord : 
Perish 1 though its bonds to strengthen^ 

Foul oppression widds her brand ; 
Perish ! though its reign to lengthen, 

Despots struggle hand in hand. 
9 



ANTI-SLAYBRT. 



197. S. M. A. Bailou. 

1 Shall kidnapped Afric's race, 

In Southern bondage held, 
Forever plead their deep distress, 
And coldly be repelled? 

2 Shall wrong and outrage reign, 

Where Freedom*? ensigns wave. 
And Christian men the right maintain 
Their brethren to enslave? 

3 Shall flesh and blood decree 

The mischief God abhors, 
And rebel multitudes agree 
To nullify his laws ? 

4 Shall magistrates be made 

Oppression's sworn right hand, 
To guard the captive's dungeon gate, 
And scourge him through the land ? 

5 O Lord, in thunder tones, 

Rebuke these giant crimes; 
Behold the victims, hear their groans, 
And rescue them betimes. 



X90« "^S ^ ^^* Ml^S* COLBURN. 

1 The happy day is dawning, 

The earth's bright jubilee — 
The long expected morning. 

That sets the bondman free ; 
The present signs betoken 

That joyful time of peace ; 
All chains shall soon be broken. 

And wrong and crime shall cease. 



ANTMILAVSRY. 

2 Our land ha* long been blighted 

With sins of every name, 
Like heathen lands benighted, 

And gloried in its shame: 
But every day is ladeo 

With hope of good to come ; 
Earth yet shall be an Eden,**- 

A paradise shall bloom. 

3 In suffering and reproaches, 

We'll toil for truth and right ; 
The Jubilee approaches, 

We hail its dawn rug light : 
With faith and zeal increasing, 

We'll toil till slavery cease» 
And earth reeeive the blessing 

Of universal peace. 



199. 



P. M. Mrs. Phice. 



1 In the Southern cane-brakes waiHng, 

See our suffering brother stand ; 
Hear the chain and fetter trailing, 

See the iron gall his hand : 
Mourning brother 1 
Who can loose that cruel band ! 

2 Where the. glorious sun^light beaming. 

Bathes the warm and fertile plain. 
Human blood is daily streaming« 
To enlarge a tyrant's gain : 
Mourning brother — 
. There thy blood is poured like rain ! 

3 Bondman, there is hope in heaven-^ 

God doth hear tliy bitter cries ; 
' Let the galliog chain be riven/ 



ANVMILAVHRr. 

He 18 jpeaking fron the skies : 
Mourning captive'*— 
Freedom's suQ will soon arise ! 

4 Light is breaking forth in beauty, 
Burning words of love are spoke ; 
Human hearts shall learn their duty ; 
God will break the oppressor's yoke ; 
Mourning captive, 
Love will break the grievous yoke. 

200* P- M. Oliver Jobnson. 

1 Hark ! a voice from heaven proclaiming 

Comfort to the mourning slave f 
God has heard htm long complaining. 
And extends his artn to save : 

Proud Oppression 
Soon shall find a shameful grave ! 

2 See the light of truth is breaking, • 

Full and clear on every hand ! 
And the voice of Mercy speaking, 

Now is heard through all the land : 
Firm and fearless, 
See the friends of freedom stand. 

3 Lo ! the nation is arousing 

From its dumber long and deep ; 
And the friends of God are waking, 

Never, never more to sleep, 
While a bondman 
In his chains remains to weep. 

4 Long, too long, have we been dreaming 

O'er our country's sin and shame ; 
Let us now,' the time redeeming, 

Press the helpless captive's claim » 
Till, ^Lulting, 
He shall cast aside his chain ! 



201. 



ANTIHiLATERT. 



78 & 6s. M«8^. CoLBUftN. 



1 Hark ! hark! the clank of fetters, 

From shady grove and dell ; 
A shriek, where freedom's martyrs 

In mortal combat fell 1 
W-hat ! stripes, and chains, and fetiens. 
And this in freedom's land-*- 

Where Liberty's proud altars, 
And boasted temples standi 

2 Is this the home of freedom, 

Of liberty and light, 
Where millions grope in thraldom, 

Deprived of law and right ? 
A refuge from oppression, 

For Europe's sons to share, — 
^Whilst for a dark complexion, 

Her own the chain must wear ! 

3 Say, is that voice of wailing. 

That undissembled cry — 
That tale the slave is telling, 

Unworthy a reply? 
O 1 shall their many sorrows. 

Their dread of slavery's curse, 
And all its endless horrors. 

Unheeded be by us ? 



P. M. Mfts. Price. 



202. 

1 I piTr the slave mother, care-worn -and weary « 
Who sighs as she presses her babe to her breist ; 
I' lament her sad fate, all so hopeless and dreary, 
I lament for her woes, and her wrongs unredrMMd. 



INTI-SLATKET. 

O, who can imagine her heart's deep emotion, 
As she thinks of her children about to be soldi 
You may picture the bounds of the rock-girdled 

Ocean, 
But the grief of that mother can never be told ! 

2 The mildew of slavery has blighted each blossom, 
That ever has bloomed on her path-way below ; 
It has frozen each fountain that gushed in her 

bosom, 
And chilled her heart's verdure with pitiless woe. 
Her parents, her kindred, all crushed by oppression; 
Her husband still doomed in its desert to stay ; 
No arm to protect from the tyrant's aggression — 
She must weep as she treads on her desolate way. 

3 O, who will pour balm o'er her cup full of sorrow? 
Where, where is the hand that is stretched out to 

save ? {row, 

Dawns not for that slave mother one happy mor- 
Ere she lays herself down in a merciless grave? 
O, slave-mother 1 is there no vision of gladness. 
In the far-coming future, to light up thy sky ? 
Is there nothing for thee but hard toiling and 

sadness — 
No repose for thy form but to lie down and die ? 

4 O, slave-mother, hope; see, the nation is shaking ! 
The arm of the Lord is awake to thy wrong ! 
The slaveholder's heart now with terror is quak- 

ing— 
Salvation and mercy to heaven belong ! 
Rejoice, O rejoice 1 for the child thou art rearing. 
May one day lift up its unmanacled form, [ing. 
While hope to thy heart, like the rainbow so cheer- 
Is born, like the rainbow, midst tempest and storm. 



ANTI-SLAVERY. 

203. P- M. Mrs. Price. 

1 In sweet southern vales where the orange trees 

blossom, . [plain ; 

Wh^re fragrance and sun-light are poured o'er the 
Where blessings are strew'd that mrght cheer ev'ry 
And beauty is lavished to banish all pain, [bosom, 
Dark stains of oppression dim ev'ry fair flower, 
And sighs of the weary are heard in each bower, 
While groans of affliction mark ev'ry sad hour 
That passes away in the land of the slave! 

• 

2 Affections are tramp]ed,and manhood is blighted, 
And woman's tears mingle with childhood's dis- 
tress ; 

The warnings of heaven are constantly slighted, 
And hated the hand that his brother would bless : 
O why comes the Spring to that blood-stained 

plantation ? 
Why streams the rich sun-light o'er man's degra- 
dation ? 
Why is mercy held out to this sin-harden'd nation, 
That crushes God^s image so low in the dust? 

3 But not on the whirlwind, with sword all upraised, 
Will our Father in Heaven make bare his strong 

arm ; [praised, 

With love will he come, while that power be it 
Will conquer the tyrant and rescue from harm : 
The bondman, the freeman will raise their glad 

voices. 
While the North claps her hands and triumphant 

rejoices. 
As the anthem of Freedom, with myriads of voices, 
Shall burst in the chorus of transport and praise 1 



ANTI-SLAVERY. 



^Qi^, C. M. Mrs. Colburn. 

• 

] Shall sufT'ring bondmen be forgot, 
Their sorrows and their tears? 
The mis'rj of their wretched lot, 
Their griefs and n[)anj fears ? 

3 Oh, shall their want, ^nd woe, and pain, 
Be never brought to mind ? 
The horror of the galling chain? 
The achin? limbs confined ? 

o 

3 O no, we'll often think of them. 

When life is fair and bright ; 
Their wrongs and woe shall be our theme, 
In sorrow's gathering night. 

4 We'll make their griefland pain our own, 

And all their suffering share ; 
And often at our Father's throne, 
We'll plead their cause in prayer. 



^lOO* P- M. J. Hutchinson. 

1 O, DEEP was the anguish of the slave mother's 

heart, 
When called from her darling for ever to part ; 
So grieved that lone mother, that heart-broken 

mother. 

In sorrow and woe. 

2 The harsh auctioneer, to sympathy cold, 
Tears the babe from its mother and sells it for gold ; 
While the infant and mother loud shriek for each 

other. 

In sorrow and woe. 



lNTI*ftLATERT. 

3 The child was borne off to a far distant clime, 
While the mother was left in anguish to pine; 
But reason departed, and she sank broken-hearted, 

III sorrow and woe. 

4 O list, ye kind mothers, to the cries of the slave ; 
The parents and children implore you to save ; 
Go ! rescue the mothers, the sisters and brothers, 

From sorrow and woe. 



206. P- M. E. Wright Jr. 

1 The fetters galled my weary soul — 

A soul that seemed but thrown away ; 
I spurned the tyrant's base- control, 

Resolved at last the man to play : — 
The hounds are baying on my track ; 
O Christian ! will you send me back ? 

2 I felt the stripes, the lash I saw. 

Red, dripping with a father's gore; 
And worst of all their lawless law. 

The insults that my mother bore ! 
The hounds are baying on my track, 
O Christian 1 will you send me back ? 

3 Where human law overrules divine, 

Beneath the sheriff's hammer fell 
My wife and babes, — I call them mine, — ^ 

And where they suffer, who can tell ? 
The hounds are baying on my track, 
O Christian ! will you send me back ? 

4 I seek a home where man is man, 

If such there be upon this earth, 
To draw my kindred, if I can. 

Around its free, though humble hearth. 
The hounds are baying on my track, 
O Christian ! will you send me back t 



* 



ANTIHUJkTKIIV. 



207. C. M. D. H. Jaques. 

1 O WKEP, yc friends of Freedom, weep ! 

Shout liberty no more ; 
Your harps to mournful measures sweep^ 

Till -slavery's reign is o'er. 
O, furl your star-lit thing of light — 

That banner should not wave 
Where, vainly pleading for his right, 

Your 'Brother toils a slave ! 

2 O pray, ye friends of Freedom, pray . 

For those who toil in chains, 
Whq lift their fettered hands to-day 

On Carolina's plains ! 
God is the hope of all th' oppressed ; 

His arm is strong to save ; 
Pray, then, that freedom's cause be blest, 

Your Brother is a slave ! 

3 O toil, ye friends of Freedom, toil ! 

Your mission to fulfil ♦ — 
That Freedom's consecrated soil, 

The slaves no longer till ; 
Ay, toil and pray from deep disgrace 

Your native land to save ; 
Weep o'er the miseries of your race, 

Your Brother is a slave 1 ^ 



208. c. M. 

1 What mean ye that ye bruise and bind 
My people, saith the Lord, 
And starve your craving brother's mind. 
Who asks to hear my word ? 



ANTI-8LATBIiy. 



2 What mean ye that ye make them toi}, 
Through long and weary year«»* 
And shed like rain upon your soit» 
Their blood and bitter tears ? 



* 



3 What mean ye, that ye dare to rend 

The tender mother's heart? 
Brothers from sisters, friend from friend, 
How dare you bid them part ? 

4 What mean ye, when God's bounteous hand 

To you so much has given, 
That from the slave who tills your land, 
Ye keep both earth and heaven ! 



P. M. Mrs. Follen. 



209. 

1 Hear ye not the voice of anguish, 

In our own — our native land ? 
Brethren, doomed in chains to languish, 
Lift to heaven the fettered hand ; 

And despairing, 
Death, to end their grief, demand. 

2 Let us raise our supplication, 

Por the scourged, the suff'ring slave — 
All whose life is desolation, 

All whose hope is in the gruve ; 

God of mercy ! 
From thy throne, O, hear and save. 

3 Those in bonds we would remember ; 

Lord, our hands witn theirs are bound ! 
With each helpless, suff'ring member. 
Let our sympathies be found ; 

Till our labors 
Spread the smile of freedom round. 



ANTIHiLATntT. 

4 Even now thy word is ipoken i 

' Lo, the tyrant's power must cease ! 
From the slave the chain he broken !' 
Captives, hail the kind release ! ■ -^ 

Then in splendor 
Christ shall reign, the Prince of Peace ! | y: 



210. L. M. W. L. Garrison. 

N 

1 The hour of freedom ! come it must—- 
O ! hasten it in mercy, heaven ! | ^ 
When all who grovel in the dust 
Shall stand erect, their fetters riven. 

2 When glorious freedom shall be won 
By every caste, complexion, clime ; 
When tyranny shall be o'erthrown, 
And color cease to be a crimt ! 

3 Friend of the poor, iong-sulfering Lord ! 
This guilty land from ruin save , # 
Let Justice sheathe her glittering sword, 
And Mercy rescue from the grave. 

4 And ye, who are like cattle sold, 
Ignobly trodden like the earth, 
And bartered constantly for gold — 
Your souls debased from their high births- 

5 Bear meekly still your cruel woes. 
Light follows- darkness — comfort, pain ; 
So time shall give you sweet repose, 
And sever every hateful chain. 



ANTI-SLATBRT. 

211 • lis. &; 8s. MiUB. Price. 

West India Emancipation, 

1 How brigbily they lie on the ocean's deep surge, 
All gilded by freedom and love ; 

The zephyr's sweet voice has sung tyranny's dirge, 
And waAs their glad praises above. 

2 The mother, who knelt where the briny waves 
And lifted' her hands in despair ; [beat. 

Now feels that the fetter is loosed from her feet, 
Her loved ones released from the snare. 

3 There's joy in the cabin where once there was 
The husband, the feUher is free—' [woe. 

While blessings of Liberty sweetly overflow 
Those beautiful Isles of the sea. 

4 A halo of glory encircles them now, 
A rainbow is seen in the sky ; 

Fair freedom looks up with a wreath on her brow, 
And points to the glory on high.' 

5 Those slaves once degraded may now hope to 
The mansions prepared for the blest ; [gain 

Away from the thoughts of their bondage and pain. 
With purified spirits to rest. 



212. p. M. O. Johnson. 

The Same. 
1 The bondmen are free in the Isles of the main! 

The chains from their limbs they are flinging ! 
They stand up as Men— never tyrants again ' 
Their God-given rights in proud scorn shall pro- 
It is Liberty's song they are singing : [fane, 
Hark, loud swells their strain o'er the foaming sea, 
' Freedom ! holy freedom 1 freedom, our joy is in 
tbeel' 



Aim-ftLATBBr. 

2 That shout of the freed»ineQ bursts sweet on 

our ears ! 
Their hymo full of joy, hear it swelling ! 
Their hearts throb with pleasure, their eyes fill 

with tears, 
As ends the hard bondage of many long yeajrs : 

Now exultant with pride they are telling—* 
' Free, free are we from the slave's hard yojte ! 
Freemen, faithful freemen — freemen, our fetters 
have broke !' 

3 Now praise to Jehovah ! the might of His love 
At length o'er the foe is prevailing ; 

His truth was the weapon, and by it we strove, 
In the light of his spirit sent down from above- 
E'en his love and his truth never failing ; 
Thanks, thanks unto God ! now the slave is free ! 
Freedom ! holy freedom I Father, our thanks Are 
to thee 1 

4 O ye who are blest with fair Liberty's light, 
With courage and hope all abounding, 

With weapons of love be ye bold for the right ; 
By the preaching of truth put oppression to flight ; 

Then, your altars triumphant surrounding, 
Loud, loud let the ^inthem of joy ring out : 
' Freedom ! holy freedom !' let all the world hear 
the shout ! 



213. 



L. M. Mrs. OoLBunit. 



1 Eternal Father, Thou hast made 
A numerous family thy care. 
Nor sable hue, nor caste^ nor grade. 
Excludes the meanest from his share. 



Aim SILVERY. 

2 Of kindred blood «nd flesh the tame, 
In thy pure sight of equal worth, 
Then why should one the sceptre claini) 
And crush his brother to the earth ? 

3 Why should the sighing bondman grope, 
A cheerless journey to the tomb? 

No star, to guide, no ray of hope 
To shine upon the darksome gloom ! 

4 Wilt thou not hear, and set them free, 

'J he downcast slave, for whom we plead, 
And make our land, as it should be, 
A free and happy land indeed t 



214. s. M. 

1 How long shall Afric's son« 

Be sons of grief and pain. 
How long shall slavery curse the earth, 
And mercy plead in vain? 

2 Lift up your voice to-day, 

In Freedom's holy cause, 
Till all the world in love obey 
Their Maker's righteous laws. 

3 Then in your blissful songs 

Shall bond and free unite, 
His praise to spread, to whom belongs 
All majesty and might. 



215. 78. M. KM. COANDLBR. 

1 Christian mother ! when thy prayer 
Trembles on the twilight air. 
And thou askest God to keep, 
In their waking and their ^eep. 



ANTl-SLAVEBT. 

Those, whose lo?e is more to thee 
Than the wealth of land or sea, — 
Think of those who wildly mourn 
For the loved ones from them torn I 

2 Christian daughter, sister, wife ! 
Ye, who wear a guarded life ! 

Ye, whose bliss hangs not, thank God, 
On a tyrant's word or nod ! 
Will ye hear, with tearless eye* 
Of the wild despairing cry. 
Rising up from human hearts, 
As their latest bliss departs ? 

3 Blest ones I whom no hands on earth 
Dare to wrench from home and hearth, 
Ye, whose hearts are sheltered well, 
By affection's holy spell, 

Oh ! forget not those, for whom 
Life is nought but changeless gloom. 
O'er whose days, so woe-begone, 
Hope may paint no brighter dawn ! 



216. 



L. M. 



1 O Lord ! whose forming hand one blood 
To all the4ribes and nations gave, 

And giv'st to all their ijaily food, 
Look down in pity on the slave ! 

2 Fetters and chains and stripes remove. 
Deliverance to the captives give ; 
And pour the tide of light and love 
Upon their souls, and bid them live. 



ANTI-SLAYERY. 

3 Oh ! kindle in our hearts the flame 
Of zeal, thy holy will to do; 

And bid each one, who ioj^es thy name, 
Lo?e all his bleedincr brethren too. 

4 Through all thy temples let the stain 
or prejudii^e eaeh bosom flee ; 
And, hand in hand, let Afric's train. 
With Europe's children worship thee. 



•' *•. 



17. L. M. Caroline Weston. 

1 To Freedom's caase, the cause of truth, 
With joy we dedicate our youth ; 
To Freedom's holy altar bring 
Fortune and life, an offering. 

3 Temptations sore 'and deadly foes* 
Our onward progress would oppose ; 
And conflict stern we still must wage 
With bigot hate and tyrant rage. 

3 Yet are we strong, O God of might ! 
Ours are thy words of truth and right ; 
And armed in these, in vain thy foes 
Their thronging numbers may oppose, 

4 In earnest hope we wait the hour, 
Foretold us by prophetic power, 
When ail shall come to thee, and own 
The glorious image oi thy Bom 

10' 



XIII. CHRISTIAN NON*4iB9ISTANC£, PBACE. 



218. 



C. fiL A. Ballou. 



1 When first the Non*resistant aame 

Struck my astonished ear, 
I thought the thing an open shame, 

And scarce withheld a sneer : 
I knew not then my Savior's io?o 

ReBeeted from the cros^^ 
That love, that Non-resistant love, 

Which triumphed on the cfoss. 

2 But wiser thoughts pursued the theme. 

Till I at length perceived, 
'Twas not, indeed, the idle dream 

I blindly had believed : 
I faintly viewed my Savior's love 

Refleeted from the eross^— 
That love, that Non-resistani love» 

Which triumphed on the cross. 

3 With clearer vision soon I saw 

A principle profound. 
Which magnified the royal }aw» 

And healed its deepest wound : 
O then I felt my Savior's love 

Reflected from the cross — 
That love, that Non-resistant love, 

Which iriampVied ou \\i« zKom. 



CHRfSTIAN irOlf-RI8lgtAltCB«.FEA€l« 



PART II. 

4 I LAID my ciuriia] weapons by, 

And quit the warrior's art, 
Resolved by g^race Vd sooner die 

Than act the murderer's part : 
For now I felt the Savior's lore 

Reflected froM the cross — 
That lore, that Non-resistant lore, 

Which triumphed on the cross. 

5 Nor could I share in gorernment 

Supported by the svwrd ; 
Nor through the ballot-box consent 

To disobey my Lord : 
For dearer grew the Sarior's lore 

Reflected from the cross — 
That love, that Non-resistant love, 

Which triumphed on the cross. 

6 Nor went I more to seek redress 

In courts of human law^ 
Or claim protection in distress, 

My foes to overawe : 
For I could trust the Savior's love 

Reflected from the cross — 
That love, that Non-resistant love. 

Which triumphed on the cross. 



PART 111. 

7 Yb followers of the Prinze of Pete^, 
Howe'er despised and few, 
O. never from your mission cease, 
JNor prove yo^UHelres antriie : ' 

10* 



^(OaSTIAN NON-BBSIfTANCB, PBAGB. 

Exemplify the Savior's love 

Reflected from the cross — 
That love, that Non-resistant love, 
Which triumphed on the cross. 

8 The earth so long a slaughter-field. 

Shall yet an Eden bloom ; 
The Tiger to the Lamb shall yield, 
. And War descend the tomb : 
For ail shall feel the Savior's love' 

Reflected from the cross — 
That love, that Non-resistant love, 

Which triumphed on the cross. 

PART ir. 

9 Then swell the soul-inspiring strains. 

With cheerful heart and voice; 
Jehovah's Son in Salem reigns. 

The Sovereign of our choice : 
'Twas he that wept and bled in love 

Upon the dreadful cross — 
His was the Non-resistant love. 

Which triumphed on the cross. 

10 His highest glory is to serve. 

His blessedness to give — 
The bruised to heal, the faint to nerve. 

And cause the xlead to live : 
Most glorious is the Savior's love 

Reflected from the cross — 
That love, that Non-resistant love. 

Which triumphed on the cross. 

11 Be this the glory tm pursue. 

The blessedness we seek, 
Along the lanes of life to strew 
The mercies of th^ meek : 



CHHISTIAN N0N-BESI8TAN€E, FEACE. 

Thus shall we breathe the Savior's Io?e 
Reflected from the cross — , ; ^ 

That love, that Non-resistant love, 
Which triumphed on the cross. 



219. ¥. M. A. Ballou. 

1 NoN-RsBisTANTs, raiiie the Standard, 

Sing the wi;jatl>«ubduing cross ; 
Though despised, reproached and slandered, 
Swell the theme with clarion voice ;^ 

Non-Resistants, 
Shout the wrath-subduiog cross. 

2 Groaning nature, steeped m anguish, / , 

Wails algtud her slaughtered hosl?-^/ 
Wails her wounded, left to languid 
Where the fallen yield the ghost ; 

Non-Resistants, 
Sound the Rescue for the lost. . 

• r 

3 Shall the sword devour forever. 

Bathing a^l the world in bl6od ? 
Shall the tide of misery never 

Cease to roll its gloomy flood ? } • » . 

Non-Resistants, 
Shout ihe AH-redeeming Good. 

4 No, th^re shall be peace and gladotsa. 

All the raasomed earth aroui^d, 
When her children, saved from madness, 
Shall in righteousness abound ; ^ . ' 

Non-Resistants, 
Shout the glorious Rescue found. 



CHItltTIAN NOK-RBAISTANC^, PEACE. 

220. L- M. A. Ballou 

1 When brutish meD against vou rise, 
With raging tongues and spiteful eyes, 
Be Christ-like, patient, meek and brave, 
Resolved jour foes to bless and save. 

2 Resist not with injurious might 

The cruel blows they chance to strike, 
Nor hateful words for like return, 
Nor let your secret anger burn. 

3 The Christian hero suffers long, 
A martyr to repeated wrong, 
Intent to overcome with good 
The evil of the viper brood. 

4 And thus triumphant, soon or late, 
AHke o'er self and mortal hate. 

He takes the moral conqueror's crown. 
And sits with Christ in glory down. 

5 Great Non-Resistant, Prince of Peace, 
Our faith, and love, and strength increase. 
That we this victory too may gain, 

And a*er our foes divinely reigu. 



221. S. M. A. Ballou, 

1 Forbear that treacherous sword I 

Its deadly blade re.s train ; 
For Ihey that trust its fell support, 
Shall perish with the slain. 

2 Thus Jesus promptly stayed 

Impetuous Peter's arm, 
And though to murderous foes betrayed. 
Forbade to do them harm. 



ommriAif non-rksistancr, fback. 

3 0]»edienl'to his voice 

The first disciples proved — 
And bore their non-resistant cross, 
By scorn and wrath Qnmoved. 

4 And let the faithful stilt 

Revere his high command, 
Returning onlj good for ill, 
With ever generous hand. 



2^2« P.M. A. Ballou. 

1 Alas ! how many boldly mock 

'Love divine, love divine, 
And at the door of mercy knock 

All for self, all for self; 
Nor pity feel, nor mercy show 
To guilty fellow men below, 
But crush them to the depths of woe, 

Full of wrath, full of wrath. 

2 Hence war, the galUnos, and the cell 

Still prevail, still prevail. 
And so-called Christians love them well. 

Proud to share, proud to share, 
The honors of a Church and State, 
That boast the vengeance they can take^ 
And scruple not their foes to hate, 

E^'n to death, e'en to death. .^ 

3 How long, how long shall these things be ! 

Mercy sought, mercy sought, 
With tears by men of cruelty t 

Heaven forbid, heaven forbid ! 
Dissolve, O God, the flinty heart. 
And swift thy precious grace impart. 
That each may feel his brother's smart — 

Pardoning all, pardoned fr«e. 



GBttltTIAN NON'RBUtTANeB, PBAOE. 

223. P.M. Mrs. CoLBXjRN. 

1 Joy ! joy to the worhf — for the sword shall be 

broken, 
The arm of the warrior be shorn of its might ; 
The war spirit hushed — for Jehovah hath spoken ! 
The Lamb with the Lion in peace shall unke : 
Love — love is the tie that will bind them together, 
All the races of men in harmony blend ; 
Will make all behold in the face of each other 
But the token of love, the heart of a frieruL^ ■* - 

2 Away with the trappings of war-porchas^d glory ; 
The garland of laurel must wither and die : 
Then nought shall be known of the hero's famed 

story, 
Yox he and his name in oblivion shall lie*; {river, 
Then Peace shall run down like a sweet«flowing 
And all shall partake of the life*'giving stream ; 
Oppression and Sorrow be banished forever. 
And the Song of the Angels throuorh earth be the 

theme \ 



L. M. D. Sf. Whitney. 

1 There is an armor from above, 
'Tis mercy's gift to erring man, 
And he therein may safely move 
'Midst warring hosts, or murderous clan. 

2 'Tis Christian love-rthis armor bright, 
Nor wrong, nor hate can quei^ch its Hame ; 
It springs from God — it is his mighty 
And glows ieternally ,the same. . 



CHftlSTlAN N0N-RE8ISTANCE« FBACE. 

3 See, how ow brethrdh staod arrayed. 
Clad in their arms for deadly strife ; 
To slaughter meo is yet 4 trade — 
An art, to Jblot out human life. 

4 The erring nations fight for peace , 

Bnt peace comes not from war and blood ; 
Tb6 more they strive does wrath increase, - 
And farther flies the wished-for good, "^ 

5 And yet, we cannot yield our hope ; 
It rests upon foundation strong — 
For non-resisting love can cope 
With every form of hate and wrong. 



222d« C. M. Mrs. Liteamora. 

1 No warlike sounds awoke the night. 

Announcing Jesus' birth, 
But angels borne on wings of light. 
Who chanted * Peace on earth V 

m 

2 Not in the warrior's armor mailed 

Was Christ the Savior found ;• 
Not striving, when by wrath assailed, 
Not with the laurel crowned. 

3 But meek and lowly was his life. 

The gentle Prince of Peace, 
Whose law condemns the hostile strife. 
And bids dissensions cease. 

4 Then let the war-cry ne'er be rung 

Beneath the smiling sky, 
Nor to the clouds the banner flung 
That tells of victory. 



CMRirrUN NON-ltKfllSTANCE, PBACS. 

5 Bat let the blissful period haste, 
When, hushed the cannon's roar, 
The sword shall cease mankind to waste, 
And war shall be no more. 



226* 7s. M. Lbwins Mbad Col. 

1 Peacb ! the welcome sound proclaim. 
Dwell with rapture on the theme ; 
Loud, still louder, swell the strain, 
Peace on earth, good>will to men. 

2 Breezes ! whispering soft and low. 
Gently murmur as ye blow, 
Breathe the sweet celestial strain. 
Peace on earth, good-will to men. . 

3 Ocean's billows ! far and wide, 
Rolling in majestic pride. 
Loud, still louder swell the strain. 
Peace on earth, good-will to men. 

4 Christians 1 who these blessings feel, 
And in adoration kneel. 

Loud, still louder sweU the strain, 
Peace on earth, good-will to men. 



227. 



6s. & 10s. Milton. 



1 No war nor battle's sound 
Was heard the earth around, — 
No hostile chiefs to furious combat ran ; 
But peaceful was the nisfht 
In which the Prince of Light 
His reign of Peace upon the earth began* 



CflRltTMN MOKHIBBirrANeif PCAOR. 

8 No eonqoeror's sword he bore, 

No wfrliko armor wor.e, 
Nor haught|r passioas roused to eoalest wild ; 

In peace and iove be canoe, 

And gentle was his reign, 
Which o'er the earth he spread by inflaence mild. 

3 Unwilling kings obeyed, 
And sheathed the battle biade, 

And called thoir bloody legions from the field ; 

In silent awe they wait, 

And close the warrior's gate, 
Nor know to ,whom their homage thus they yield. 

4 The peaceful conqueror goes, 
And triumphs o'er his foes, 

His weapons drawn from armories above ; 

Behold the vanquished sit 

Submissive at his feet, 
And strife and hate are changed to peace and love. 



22o« C- M. Gibbons. 

1 Lord, send thy word, and let it run, 

Armed with the Spirit's power j 
Ten thousand shall confers its sway, 
And bless the saving hour. 

2 Beneath the influence of thy grace, 

The barren wastes sliall rise, 
With sudden greens and fruits arrayed, 
A blooming Paradise. 

3 True holiness shall strike its root 

In each regenerate heart, 
^ Shall in a growth divine arise. 
And heavenly fruits impart. 



CUEI8TTAN NON-RES I8TANCB« PBAOB. 

4 Peace, with her o)i?es crowned, shiJl stretch 

Her wings from shore to shore ; 
No trump shall roose the rage of war, 
Nor murderous cannon roar. 

5 Lord, for those days we wait ; — those dajs 

Are in thy word foretold ; 
Fly swifter, sun and stars, and brin^ 
The promised age of gold. 



]221l« C. M. Mrs. Colburn. 

1 The Angels sung o'er Judah's plain. 

Of peace that earth should see ; 
And we'll repeat the joyful strain, 
This is the Jubilee. 

2 The Gospel britigs good news of peace, 

Of love and harmony ; 
When war, and crime, and hate shall -cease, 
'i'his is the Jubilee. 

3 Then warrincr clans now filled with hate, . 

Like brethren shall agree ; 
And earth enjoy an Eden State, 
This is the Jubilee. 

4 Join, Christians, then, of every clime. 

From sect and party free, 
To hasten on the glorious time. 
The coming Jubilee. 



^30* L. M. Mrs. Price. 

1 * Glory to God, and peace to men,' 
Once rung o'er wide Judea's plain ; 
Angelic hosts sung gladly when 
The Prince of Peace was boro to reign. 



CHRISTIAN NON-RESISTANCE, FEAOB; 

2 How sweet that heavenly chorus rose, 
O'er hatred's harsh, discordant sound ; 
How pure its peaceful anthem flows, 
Tocharih the earth's remotest bound. 

3 The morning stars together sung^ 
The hills rejoiced, the valleys smiled ; 
The bow of hope in heaven was hung, 
Arched o'er the manger of the child. 

4 And ever peals that heavenly .song, 
* Glory to God and peace to men,' 
As roiling years the strains prolong, 
And Eden^s bliss bring back again. 



231. p M. 

1 Tears are coming — speed them onward ! 

When the sword shall gather rust. 
And the helmet, lance, and falchion, 
Sleep in silent dust ! 

2 Earth has heard too long of battle, 

Heard the trumpet's voice too long ; 
But another age advances. 
Seers foretold in song. 

3 Years are coming when, forever, 

War's dread banner shall be furled. 
And the angel Peace be welcoqied, 
Regent of the world ! 

4 Hail with song that glorious era, 

When the sword shall gather rust. 
And the helmet, lance, and falchion. 
Sleep in siieni dust ! 



CSBimAN NON-&B818TANCB, FBACB. 
232* L. M. 81. MONTGOMERT. 

1 I H4TE that drum's discoi'daDt sounds 
Parading round, and round, and round ; 
To thoughtless jouth it pleasure yields. 
And lures from cities and from^ fields, 
To sell their liberty for charms 

Of tawdry laee and glittering afms : 

And when ambition's ?oice commands, 

To march, and fight, and fall, in foreign lands. 

2 I hate that drum's discordant sound. 
Parading round, and round, and round. 
To me It talks of ravaged plains. 

And burning towns, and ruined sv^ains, 
And mangled limbs and dying groans, 
And widows' tears and orphans' moans^ 
And all that misery's hand bestows, 
To &il the catalogue of human woe8« 

233, lis M. Mrs. Price. 

1 Poor victims of war that by milhons have 

perished, [the world ; 

Your crimes have brought mildew and blight on 
But still the fell monster is tenderly eherished. 
And his thrice pointed arrows are constantly hurl'd. 

2 O Savior, who gave thy own life as a token. 
Of the value of love, and forgiveness and peace ; 
Shall thy precepts forever and ever be broken, 
And war from this faded earth never more cease! 

3 Ah no! thou wilt reign, and these billows of 

sorrow, 
That roll o'er the world will recede at thy 9way ; 
There is for lost man a more glorious to-morrow, 
To dawn on the earth with millennial ray. 



CmtlSTIAN NON-»BS19TihNCE^ PBACC 



234. 



P. M. Bernard Baiit<|Kv 



1 Whence come your wars, frail worms ofdust? 

What are your fightings for T 
Envy and hatred, greed and lust, 

Which in your members war ; 
Dwells such a dark unhallowed host, 
In temples of the Holy Ghost ? 

2 When angels first to shepherds' ears, 

Announced the Satior's birth, 
What watchword did the heavenly spheres 

Pour down on listening earth ? 
* Glory to God, who dwells on high ; 
Toward men good will and unity !' 



235. 



L. M. Mrs. Sigourney. 



1 Peace was the sonff the ancrels sanor. 
When Jesus sought this vale of tears ; 
And sweet the heavenly prelude rang, 
To calm the watchful shepherds' fears. 

8 War is the word that man hath spoke — 
Convulsed by passions dark and dread ; 
And Pride enforced w lawless yoke, 
E'en where the gospel banner spread. 

3 Peace was the prayer the Savior breathed, 
When from our world his steps withdrew ; 
The gift he to his friends bequeathed 
With Calvary's dreadful cross in view. 

4 Redeemer, with adoring love, 
Our spirits take thy rich bequest. 
The watchword of the host above. 
The passport to their realms of rest. 



CHRIITIAN NON-RXtlSTAMCE, PBAOB, 



236. 



JL. M. 



1 Let warriors tremble, when they dare 

To take thine awful name in vain, 
And say that thou, great God ! wast there, 
To nerve their arms against the slain ! 

2 That from thy throne thou lookedst down 

With joy upon the murderers' blade ; 
And cheered them on to seek renown, 

By slaughtering men whom thou hast made ; 



237. 



C. M. E. Dayis. 

A JSTaval Battlt, 



1 Lo ! shameless on each vessel's deck, 

A priest kneels down to pray 
That God will wing their bolls with death, 
And speed them on their way. 

2 And now war's vivid lightnings flash, . 

His deep, hoarse thunders roll, 
While curses loud are vollied forth, 
An^ hate knows no control. 

3 And mortal cries of agony—- 

The stifled dying prayer. 
And bitter tears, and groans, and blood, 
Are all commingled there. 



CHRISTIAN NON*RESISTANCE, PEACE. 



238. C. M. Mrs. Price. 

A night after battle,^ 

1 Night spread her starless robe around, 

The sun withdrew his iighi ; 
Gloom brooded o'er the battle ground, 
And darkness veiled the sight. 

2 Oh ! there was woe, and pain, and death, 

And horror and despair, 
As mortal groan and dying breath 
Upraised the hopeless prayer. 

3 Do human souls from such a glare 

Of passion rise to God ? 
Did Christ's pure spirit lead them there ? 
Was that the vale he trod ? 

4 O Savior ! send thy peaceful light, 

To show thy holier way ; 
Dispel the shades of error's night, 
And bring the perfect day. 



i230« S- M- ^^S. SiGOURNlSV. 

1 Check at their fountain head, 
O God, the streams of strife ! 
Nor let misguided man rejoice 
To take his brother's life. 

« 

Q Strike off the pomp and pride 
That deck the deeds of war, 
And in their gorgeous mantle -hide 
The blood-stained conqueror. 
11 



CHRISTIAIf NOM-REIUTANOK, PKACB. 

3 To history's blazoned page 

Touch the pure wand of truth. 
And bid its heroes stand unveiled 
Before the eye of youth. 

4 Press by each quiet hearth, 

The gospel's peaceful claims, 
Nor let a Christian nation bless 
What its meek master blames^ 

5 So shall the seeds of hate 

Be strangled in their birth, 
And Peace, the angel of thy love. 
Rule o'er th' enfranchised earth. 



240. P- M. Mrs. Price. 

1 How glad was the anthem the bright angels sung, 

* Peace and good will unto m6p;* 

O'er the hills of Judei how sweetly it rung — 

* Peace and good will unto men.' 
Glad tidings of joy, for the Savior is born. 

To the .darkness of earth comes a glorious morn ! 
List to that voice. 
Nations rejoice ! 
^ Jesus the Savior is born. 

2 He will reign till oppression has vanished away. 

The din of the battle shall cease, 
Till man to his brother no longer a prey, 

Shall rest in an .Eden of peace. [north, 

From the east to the west, from the south to the 

* 

The light of his presence goes savingly forth, 
Hatred and wrath 
Flee fropi his path : 
Jesus has come to redeem. 



--•^ 



CHRISTfAN NON-RBSI8TANCB, PEAOB. 

3 O soon let the banner of peace be anfurledy 

To wave on every breeze ; 
O soon let the war-god away from the world, 

Trainings for battle cease ; 
Let the gentle white dove bend her beautiful wing, 
To the arbors of earth the bright oliye to bring ; 
Hail to the time, 
Through every clime — 
Love like a river shall flow ! 

4 O how sweetly the halo will circle each Isle 

That sleeps on the opean-wave ; 
The rock-girdled coast then will pleasantly smile; 

The waters of Peace will lave : 
The whole earth will blossom a garden of love, 
'And blessings unnumbered will come from above: 
Pleasures will spring ! 
Angels will sing, 
Joy to a world redeemed 1 



24 1* ^^ ^' Mrs. Colburn, 

1 Peace! peace thou raging sea ! 

Be still, the Savior said; 
And qu\ck the stormy wave 

In quietness was laid : 
Speak, speak that word again ! 

Peace to this world of strife^ — 
Where moral tempests reigo, 

And angry deeds are rife. 

2 Here Hate, and Fraud, and Wrong, 

Have triumphed over Right, 
And caused mankind a long. 

And sad, and gloomy night : 

And yet that spirit lives, 

Its direful works we feel ; 
11* 



CHRISTIAN NON-RBaiSTANGE, PBACB. 

Man to h'lB brother gives 
The murderous greeting still. 

3 Say, shall the sword devour ? 

Shall hun^an blood be spilled ? 
Shall vice be clothed with power. 

And earth with weeping filled ? 
That powerful word which spoke 

Peace to the troubled sea. 
Will yet bring earth a rest — 

A peaceful Jubilee ! 



"" *60^<«*'— 



XIV. NEW SOCIAL STATE. 



242. L. M. A. Bali 

1 Not individual souls alone 
Require the new and heavenly birth, 
Society f in sin up-grown, 

Needs Christianizing o'er the earth. 

2 True righteousness must be the same, 
For man combined or isolate ; 

The happiness of all its aim, 
In family, or teeming State. 

3 The principles by Jesus taught 
Must be impartially applied, 
And social institutions brought, 
With laws divine to coincide. 



KEW SOCtAL BfATfi. 

4 'Tis ours to speed this glorious change, 
This reoovation to prepare, 

Its introductioQ to arrange, 
And in its future triumphs share. 

5 Thus heaven and earth shall be reneiVed, 
By God*8 regenerating word, 

Our wayward race tu Christ subdued. 
And Eden's harmony restored. 



24:3» C. M. Eliza Cook. 

1 While thousands move with aching head 

And sing the ceaseless song, 
' We starve, we die, oh give us bread !' 
There must be something wrong. 

2 When toiling millions work to fill 

The wealthy coffers strong ; 
And hands are crushed that work and til), 
There must be something wrong. 

3 When from a thousand^ one alpne 

In plenty rolls along — 
The otiiers left in want to moan, 
There must be something wrong. 

4 Until this system be undone. 

The burden of our song 
Shall be this one, this only one — 
There must be something wrong. 



244. p. M. Mackat, 

1 What might be done, if men were wise— 
What glorious deeds, my stifTering brother. 

Would they unite, ' 

In love and right. 
And cease their scorn of one anotfaert 



HKW SOCIAL STATB. 



2 OpofeMion's heart might he imbued 

With kindling drops of lofing-kiodoess, [ 

And knowledge pour, 

From shore to shore, 
Light on the eyes of mental blindness. 

3 All Sla?erj, Warfare, Lies and Wrong, 

All Vice and Crime might die together ; 
And fruit and corn, 
To each man born, 
' Be free and warm as summer weather. 

4 The meanest wretch that ever trod, 

The deepest sunk in guilt and sorrow. 

Might stand erect. 

In self-respect. 
And share the teeming worl^ to-morrow. 

5 What might be dorie ? 7^75 might be done^ 

And more^han this^ my suffering brother^ — 

More than the tongue 

E^er said or sung. 
If men were wise» and loved each other. 






245* ^ M. 81. 

Fraternityi, 

1 What though the crowds who shout the word 

Pervert the meaning it should bear. 
And feel their hearts with hatred stirred, 

E'en while their plaudits load the air ; 
Yet will not we, thou mighty Thought, 

Despair thy triumph yet to see. 
Nor doubt the good that shall be wrought 

In tl^ great name^ Fraternity. 



NEW SOCIAL STATE. 

2 The preacher may belie his creed, 

But still the truth preserves its flame ; 
The sage may do a foolish deed, 

Yet wisdom shares not in his shame: 
Be scorning hushed, be cavil dumb, 

Whatever evils men may see ; 
We'll look for blessings yet to come, 

In thy great name, Fraternity. 



246. 



S. M. Watts. 



1 How pleasing, Lord, to see, 

How pure is the delight, 
When mutual love and love to thee, 
Community unite. 

2 From these celestial springs 

Such streams of comfort flow. 
As no increase of riches brings, 
Nor honor can bestow. 

3 All in their stations move, 

And each performs his part 
In all the cares of life and love, 
With sympathizing heart. 

4 Formed for the purest joys. 

By one desire possessed. 
One aim the zeal of all employs 
To make each other bless'd. 

4. 

5 No bliss can equal theirs, 

Where such affections meet ; 
While mingled praise and mingled pray'rs 
Make their communion sweet. 



NEW SOCIAL STATC. 



247. S. M. Watts. 

1 ]jEt selfishness no more 

The Christian world overspread ; 
Gentile and Jew, and bond and free, 
Are one in Christ their head. 

2 Among the saints on earth, 

Let mutual love be found ; 
Heirs of the same inheritance, 
With mutual blessings crowned. 

3 Let discord — child of hell — 

Be banished far away ; 
Those should in strictest friendship dwell. 
Who the same Lord obey. 

4 Thus will the Church below 

Resemble that above, 
Where streams of pleasure ever flow. 
And ev'ry heart is love. 



248. S. p. M. Watt*. 

1 How pleasant 'tis to see 
Associate friends agree ; 

Each in their proper station move. 

And each fulBl his part, 

With sympathizing heart. 
In all the cares of life and love ! 

2 'Tis like the ointment shed 
On Aaron's sacred head, 

Divinely rich, divinely sweet; 

The oil thro' all the room 

Diffused a choice perfume. 
Ran thro' his robes an(f blest his feet. 



NEW SOCIAL STATE. 

3 Like fruitful showers of rain, 

That water all the plain, 
Descending from the neighboring hilis, 

Such streams of pleasure roll 

Thro* every friendly soul, 
Where love like heavenly dew distils. 



249. 78. M. 

1 Join us, in one spirit join, 
Let us still receive of thine : 
Still for more on thee we call, 
Thou who fillest all in all ! 

2 Move and actuate and guide ; 
Divers gifts to each divide; 
Placed according to thy will, 
Let us all our work fulfil. 

3 Sweetly may we all agree. 
Touched with softest sympathy ; 
Kindly for each other care; 
Every member feel his share. 

4 False distinctions rendered void, 
All by Christian love destroyed ! 
Names, and sects, and parties fall 
God, the Father's all in all ! 



250. 



7s. M. 



1 Lord, subdue our selfish will ; 
Each to each our tempers suit, 
By thy modulating skill. 
Heart to heart, as lute to lute. 



NBW SOCIAL STATE. 



2 Sweetly on our spirits more, 
Gently touch the trembling strings ; 
Make the harmony of love. 
Music for the King of kings ! 



2ol. ^ S. M. Mrs. Colburic. 

1 Shall tyranny and wealth 

The weak and poor oppress, 
And treat with proud contempt and scorn 
A brother in distress? 

2 Shall idle pomp and pride 

Be pampered to their till, 
While honest industry and worth 
Go naked, hungry, still ? 

3 Ah, no ! a rest will come, 

Though long it seem deferred ; 
The song of peace, the angels sung. 

Shall yet through earth be heard. 

« 

4 Then kindness, truth and love. 

Will everywhere abound ; 
The olive-branch of peace will twine 
A happy world around. ' 

5 Then man, transformed in mind. 

His God-like powers shall prove, 
And make this new-created earth 
A paradise of love. 



252. 



NEW SOCIAL STATE. 



P. M. 



1 Ye speak af independence, — 

There is no such thing on earth,- 
We depend upon each other, 

Still for all that life is worth ! 
To every mind that ponders, 

To every heart that feels, 
There's not a day but something 

This hidden truth reveals. 

2 Thus — thus, throughout creation, 

The links of life had birth : 
Ye speak of independence — 

There is no such thingr on earth ! 
We depend on one another 

For each comfort we enjoy ; 
There is nought the heart can foster 

That the heart may not destroy ! 

3 We depend for our existence 

On His hand who gave us breath ; 
We depend upon affection 

E'en to soothe the hour of death ! 
Thus — thus, throughout creation, 

The links of life had birth; 
Ye speak of independence — 

There is no such thing on earth. 



253. 



C. M. Miss Martineau. 



1 All meq are equal in their birth, 
Heirs of the earth and skies ; 
AW men are equal when that earth 
Fades from their dying eyes. 



NEW 80CTAL STAfE. 

2 'Tis man alone who difference sees, 
And speaks of high and low ; 
And worships those and tramples these, 
While the same path they go. 

8 O, let us hasten to restore 
To all their right of love ; 
In power and wealth exult no more ; 
In wisdom lowly move. 

4 Ye great, renounce your earth-born pride ; 
Ye low, your shame and fear ; 
Live as ye worship^side by side— 
Your common claims revere. 



2D4« ^' ^t* ^RS- COLBURN. 

1 Onward, though the world's impeding, 
Onward, every foe unheeding, 

Jesus now the cause is leading, 

He will be our guide : 
In His strength we'll conquer. 
In His strength we'll conquer, 
In His strength we'll conquer. 

For His Truth is on our side. 

2 Not with earth's proud armor shielding, 
Not her carnal weapons wielding, 
These to mightier ones are yielding. 

Furnished from above : 
And \ye'll surely conquer. 

For our sword is truth and love. 

5 See the man of noble daring, 

Earth's proud laurels richly wearing, 
Leaving all and meekly sharing 
In this work of Peace : 



Love will surely conquer, 
Aad hate and war shall cease. 

4 See the world like ocean surging, 
Lashed to fary onward urging, 
Till the light of truth emerging, 

Shows the better way: 
Truth will surely conquer, 

Truth and Love will win the day. 

5 Yes, this earth, though stained and gory. 
Filled with scenes of woe her story, 
Shall arise to former glory, 

And the liofht shall see: 
Light will surely conquer, 
Earth will have a Jubilee. 



255. 



P. M. Mackat. 



1 May every year but draw more near 
The time when strife shall cease, 
And truth and love all hearts shall move, i 

To live in joy and peace. 
Now sorrow reigns, and earth complains, 
For folly still her power maintains ; 

But the day shall yet appear, [shall be, 

When the right with the might tind the truth 
And come what there may, 
To stand in the way. 
That day the world shall see. 

ft Let good men ne'er of truth despair, 

Though humble efforts fail ; 

O, give not o'er, until once more 

The righteous cause prevail ! 



NEW SOCIAL STATE. 

In vain and long, enduring wrong, 
The weak may strive against the strong ; 
. But the day will yet appear, 
When the might with the right, &lc. 

Z Though interest pleads that noble deeds 

The world will not regard, 
To noble minds, that duty binds, 

No sacrifice is hard : 
The brave and true may seem but few. 
But hope has better things in view ; 

And the day will yet appear. 
When the might with the right, dtc. 



2o6« p. M. Dug ANNE. 

For a Community Festival, 

1 Holt and bright, in truth and light, 

Shines the futures on our vision. 
When man shall love like the saints above. 

And his joys shall be elysian : 
We'll sing to-night the day-spring bright, 

When love shall warm creation. 
And draw from the soul, with her sweet control. 

The dew of the heart's oration. 

2 Too long hath Might oppressed with blight, 

The hopes that virtue cherished ; 
Too long hath dearth overspread our earth, 

Till famished Love has perished: 
Yet sing to-night, &c. 

Z For why affright with dreams of might, 
The morning's golden slumbers, 
Or sadly wear the chain of care. 
That noW'One thought encumbers ? 



NEW SOCIAL STATE. 



Let's sing to-night the Future bright, 

When Love shall warm creation, 
And draw from the soul, with her sweet control, 

The dew of the heart's oration. 



257. 



6s. d& 4s. E. Datis. 



1 Not with the flashing steel. 
Not with the cannon's peal, 

Or stir of drum ; 
But in the bonds of love 
Our white flag floats above. 
Her emblem is the dove, 

'Tis thus we come. 

2 The LAWS of Christian light, 
These are our weapons bright, 

Our mighty shield ; 
Christ is our leader high. 
And the broad plains which lie 
Beneath the blessed sky. 

Our battle-field. 

3 On, then, in God's great name. 
Let each pure spirit's flame 

Burn bright and clear ; 
Stand firmly in your lot, 
Cry ye aloud, doubt hot. 
Be every fear forgot, 

Christ leads us here. 

4 So shall earth's distant lands. 
In happy, holy bands, 

One brotherhood. 
Together rise and sing, 
Grifts to one altar bring, 
And Heaven's Eternal King, 

Pronounce it Good. 



258. 



NEW SOCIAL STATE. 



P. M. 



1 Hush the loud cannon's roar. 

The frantic warrior's call ! ' 
Why should the earth be drenched with gore? 
Are we not brothers all ? 

• 

2 Want, from the wretch depart ! 

Chains, from the captive fall ; 
Sweet mercy, melt the oppressor's heart, — 
Sufferers are brothers all. 

3 Churches and sects, strike down 

Each mean partition-wall ! 
Let charity unkindness drown,-^ 
Christians are brothers all. 

4 Let love and truth alone 

Hold human hearts in thrall. 
That heaven its work at length may own, 
And men be brothers all. 



259. S. M, O. JojixsoN. 

1 In strong fraternal ties, 

Lord, bind our hearts as one. 
And through the path where duty lies, 
O, gently lead us on. 

2 From self, oh set us free, 

And each impure desire. 
And may we never stray from Thee, 
Nor in thy service tire. 



NEW SOCIAL STATE. 

3 O let no party wall 

Our loving souls divide, 
But each, obedient to thy call, 
Within thy fold abide. 

4 And through life's darkest night, 

When clouds our path surround. 
May love's pure fire and friendship's light 
In every heart abound. 



S. M. GlLFILLAN. 



1 No field of vict'ry won 

With blade and battle brand ; 
A nobler triumph shall be ours-* 
A bright and happy land. 

2 Too long the man of blood 

Hath ruled without control ; 
Nor widow's tear, nor orphan's sighs, 
Could touch his iron soul ! 

3 Come, man, to brother man. 

Come in the bond of peace ; 
Let strife and war, with all their train 
Of dark'ning horrors cease. 

4 Let fruit-trees crown our fields. 

And flowers our valleys fair ; 
And on our mountain steep, the lODgs 
Of happy swains be there I 

12 



NEW SOCIAL STATE. 



261* ^- ^- ^- Johnson. 

1 O MAT the day, the blissful day, 

By prophets long foretold , 
When love divine all hearts shall sway, 
Our waiting eyes behold. 

2 Then social wrongs shall be redressed, 

The weak their rights receive, 
And men, by men no more oppressed. 
One brotherhood shall live. 

3 Then towers of fraud and force shall fall. 

And every virtue thrive ; 
While all for each, and each for all. 
In cheerful hope shall strive. 

4 Then Peace in all our homes shall dwell. 

And Joy shall be our guest, 
And pleasures more than tongue can tell. 
Shall thrill each loving breast. 



10s. M. Mbs. Price. 



262. 

1 O, THOU blest Comforter ! pure Spirit, hear ! 
Bend we thy shrine before, trembling with fear ; 
Hate, like a shadow dark, veils all below ; 
Love floats her shining bark o'er waves of woe. 

2 Spirit of Holy power 1 give us thy light ! 

Aid thro* the trial-hour, — guide thro' the night ; 
Gird us with strength and will, mighty to save. 
Striving with error still, valiant and brave. 

3 Keenly oppression's pain pierceth the weak ; 
Help us the galling chain quickly to break ; 

^ Earth's bitter founts of woe soon may we close. 
Making this world below bloom as the rose. 



NEW SOCIAL STATE. 



4 Gire thou thy Spirit free, Savior and Lord I 
Peace, love and liberty follow thy word ; 
While, as a brother-band, onward we move, 
Joy shall fill all the land gilded with love I 



263. 



H. M. Wm. S. Hatwoop. 



1 How long, O Lord, how long 

Shall sin and falsehood reign? 
And social crime and wrong. 

The page of history stain f 
When shall the nations of the earth 
Receive the new, the heavenly birth t 

2 O, may our race forsake 

Their selfishness and pride ; 
The lowly Jesus take, 

As Master and as Guide ; 
Who»e words of wisdom, truth and love. 
Glow with a radiance from above. 

3 May brutal vengeance cease, 

And deeds of hate and blood ; 
Mankind repose in peace. 

One joyous brotherhood : 
While shouts resound from shore to shore, 
* The reign of violence is o'er !' 

4 Hasten, O God, the day 

By bards and prophets told, 
When Love and Right their sway 

O'er all the world shall hold ; 
And earthly realms, with one accord. 
Become the kingdoms of our Lord. 
12» 



264. 



NEW SOCIAL STATE. 



P. M. Mrs. Price. 



1 O, LIST to His words, they are treasures of love, 

Men are alJ brothers indeed ; 
All children alike of the Father above, 

Can he cause a poor brother to bleed ? 
O no, let the sword to the plow-share be beat, • 
And the wand'rers of earth be good friends When 
Bless and forgive, [they meet ; 

Thus let them live, 
Loving in word and in deed. 

2 Away with the hater, who mockingly dares 

To call himself Christian in name, 
Who justifies war, and for slaughter prepares 

The bullet, the sword and the flame; 
He must bend his proud neck to the burdenof love. 
Or the light shining brighter his vileness will prove; 
Evil must cease, 
All will be peace, 
Goodness must triumph o'er hate. 

3 Away with the legion who worship the band 

That holds them in darkness and thrall, 
Who rear their proud temples all over the land. 

Though the poor and the needy do call ; 
They are altars of pride where the incense is poured 
An'off'ring to Baal, and not to the Lord : 
Temples must fall, 
Churches and all. 
Built upon falsehood and wrong. 



XV. FIDELITY, ZEAL, PROGRESS. 



265. 



L. M. A. Ballov. 



1 A Christian! Tf^Aa deserves the name ? • ^ 
One born, baptized and counted such, 
Whose morals e'en the Pagans shame ? 
Not he — howe'er the pearl he clutch. 

2 He is a Christian — he alone, 

Who sees in Christ's great Master Mind, 
That Light and Love made known. 
Which only can redeem mankind. 

3 He trusts no lesser Light and Love, 
No lower code of moral Right ; 
But holds this Wisdom from abov^, 
His own and God's supreme delight. 

4 He meekly sits at Jesus* feet, / 
Disciple of a matchless Lord ; 

The Way, the Truth, the Life complete, 
To learn from Him, th£ Saving Word. 



266. p M 

1 In the past, the age of iron, 

Those who slaughtered most their kind, 
Have too often won the chaplet 
Honor's hand has twined. 



FIDBLITT, ZEAL, PROGRESS. 

2 But the heroes of the future 

Shall- be men whose hearts are strong ; 
Men whose words and acts shall only 
War against the wrong. 

3 But the sabre, in their contests, 

Shall no part, no honor own ; 
War's dread art shall be forgotten, • 

Carnage all unknown. 



267. CM. 

1 What though the martyr die in flame. 

The patriot in his blood ; 
What though unspoken be his name — 
Forgotten all his good ? 

2 That flame shall fire the bigot's creed, 

And burn it to the dust ; 
That blood from out the ground shall plead 
Forever to the Just. 

3 What though the dungeon close them in. 

And tyrants hold the key ! 
Through Walls of stone shall pierce the hymn 
For truth and liberty. 

4 Then let the body broken be, 

Still let the blood be poured ; 
'Tis thus they gain the victory, 
And triumph with the Lord. 



268« 7s; M. O. Jc»HNsoiv. 

1 Dear Redeemer ! in thy name. 
Caring nought for hate or shame. 
Meeting boldly every storm, 
We would seek the world's reform^ 



nmiLITT, ZBAL, PROOREIS. 

2 Bravely may we bear the cross. 
Meekly suffer earthly loss, 
Patient always in thy sight, 
May we struggle for the Right. 

8 While we in thy strengh go forth, 
Sowing wide the seeds of truth, 
May the Spirit's sun and rain 
duicken all the falling grain. 

4 Heart to heart, and hand to hand, 
One in purpose may we stand ; 
Thus, in holy union strong. 
May we vanquish every wrong. 



269. p M 

« 

1 Onward, through the mists of error, 
Fearless moving, clear the way ; 
Acting right, ye'll know no terror. 
Though the storm comes near and nearer. 
Upward 1 Onward ! watch and pray ! 

% Action ! action ! time is speeding ! 

And our years are short and few ; 
Work ye must, the foremost leading. 
Rain and storm but little heeding. 

Upward! Onward ! firm and true! 

3 From the past a lesson learning. 
Onward move,\ by duty led ; 
With a truthful eye discerning 
Right from wrong, nor backward taming, 
Upward } Onward ! straight ahead I 



'^Lv 



PIDBUTT, ZBAL, PROGBBSft; 

* 

4 Let no thought of gain or power 

Swerve you from the path of right ; 
Virtue is a diamond dower, 
Growing brighter every hour, 

Upward ! Onward ! day and night ! 



2 7 0« C. M. Doddridge. 

1 Mr soul, awake, stretch every nerve, 

And press with vigor on ; 
A heavenly race demands thy zeal, 
And an immortal crown. 

2 A cloud of witnesses around, 

Hold thee in full survey : 
Forget the steps already trod. 
And onward urge thy way. 

3 'Tis God's all-animating voice, 

Which calls thee from on high ; 
'Tis his own hand presents the prize 

To thine aspiring eye : 

/ 

4 That prize, with peerless glories bright, 

Which shall new lustre boast, 
When victors' wreaths, and monarchs' gems 
Shall blend in common dust. 



271. 



C. M. 



1 Am I a soldier of the cross, 
A foll'wer of the Lamb ; 
And shall I fear to own his cause. 
Or blush to speak his name ? 



FIDELITY, ZEAL, PROGRESS. 

2 Are there no foes for me to face 1 

Must I not stem the flood ? 
Is this vain world a friend to grace, 
To help us on to God ? 

3 Shall I be carried to the skies 

On flow'ry beds of ease, 
While others fight to win the prize, ' 
And sail through bloody seas ? 

4 I too must fight, if I would reign ^ 

Increase my courage, Lord, 
To bear the cross, endure the shame. 
Supported by thy word. 



272 



p. M. 



1 Fear ye not .the face of clay, — 

Preach the truth ; 
It will spring another day, 

If you're faithful, 
And the holy word obey. 

2 What if scorning men oppose t 

Preach the truth 
To your friends and to your foes; 

If you're faithful, 
These will yield as well as those. 

3 With the message from the skies. 

Preach the truth 
To the foolish and the wise ; 

If you're faithful. 
Vice will sink, and virtue rise. 

4 If men bear, or men forbear, 

Speak the truth ; 
Truth is never lost in air ; 

If you're faithful. 
You a crown of life shall wear. 



27a. 



riDBLITT, ZSAL, PROGRBM, 



8s. & 78. 



1 Duty points with outstretched fingers, 

Every soul to actions high ; 
Woe betide the soui that lingers — 
Onward 1 Onward ! is the cry. 

2 Though man's foes may seem victorious, 

War may waste, and famine blight. 
Still from oat the conflict glorious, 
Mind comes forth with added light. 

3 0*er the darkest night of sorrow, 

From the deadliest field of strife, 
Dawns a clearer, brighter morrow, 
Springs a truer, nobler life. 

4 Onward, onward, onward ever 1 

Human progress none may stay. 
All who make the vain endeavor, 
Shall like chafif be swept away. 



274. lis. M. 

1 Be firm and be faithful ; desert not the right ; 
The brave become bolder the darker the night ! 
Then up and be doing, though cowards may fail ,* 
Thy duty pursuing, dare all, and prevail ! 

2 If scorn be thy portion, if hatred and loss, 
If stripes or a prison, remember the cross ! 
God watches above thee, and he will requite ; . 
Desert those that love thee, but never the right ! 



FIDELITY, ZBAL, PROGIIB88. 



275. P. M. Miss Carey. 

1 Toiling in the earthJy vineyard 

Many bands have found a place! 
Some are nearing to the summit — 
Some are at the mountain's base. 

2 Progress is the stirring watchword 

Cheers them upward to the height : 
Canst thou pause and play the laggard. 
With its glories full in sight? 

3 Who shall tell what bound or barrier 

To improvement Heaven designed 1 
Who shall dare to fix the limits. 
To the onward march of mind? 

4 Only He, who into being 

Called th' unfathomed human soul, 
He for whom the hymn of Progress 
Through eternity shall roll ! 



276. p. M. J. Clement. 

1 O, weary not ! O, weary not ! 

In labor well begun ; 
The day is short, and waning fast ; 
Thy work will soon be done. 

2 O, weary not ! O, weary not 1 

Until the sun declines; 
There's honor gained from noble toil, 
And God the work assigns. 

3 O, weary not ! O, wearj' not ! 

Though hard be thine employ ; 
Each sweat-drop forms within the heart 
A fount of holy joy. 



PIDBUTT, ZBAL, PRO«RB88. 

4 O, weary not ! O, weary not ! 
For when thy task is o*er, 
A home is thine of endless bliss, 
Where toil^is known no more. 



277. 



8s. & 7s. 



, 1 Labor fearless, labor faithful, 

Labor while the day shall last ; 
For the shadows of the evening 

Soon the sky shall over9a$t; 
Ere shall end thy day of labor, 

Ere shall rest thy manhood's sun. 
Strive with every power within thee. 

That the appointed task be done. 

2 Life is not the traceless shadow, 

Nor the wave upon the beach. 
Though our days are brief, yet lasting 

Is the stamp we give to each : 
Life is real, life is earnest, 

Full of labor, full of thought ; 
Every hour and every moment 

Is with living vigor fradght. 



278. 



P. M. Mrs. Colbu: 



1 Ye Workingmen of power. 

Press onward to the fiorht ; 
Say, shall your spirits cower, 

When pleading for the right? 
Be firm and valiant-hearted, 

Like warriors true and brave ; 
And strive with zeal undaunted 

Humanity to save. 



FIDELITY, ZEAL, PROGRESS. 

2 Yet nought of blood and slaughter 

Shall stain the battle plain, 
Where mother, wife and daughter. 

Weep over many slain : 
No ! stainless is our banner! 

Let peace our garland twine ; 
Our deeds with fadeless honor, 

In future days shall shine. 



279« 8s. & 7s. J. H. BkTANf . 

1 Waking every morn to duty. 

Ere its hours shall pass away. 
Let some act of love or mercy 
Crown the labors of the day. 

2 Lo ! a better day is coming, ' 

Brighter prospects ope before ; 
Spread your banner to the breezes — 
Upward, onward, evermore ! 

3 Upward, onward, is our watchword, 

Though the winds blow good or ill— • 
Though the sky be fair or stormy, 
These shall be our watchwords still. 

4 Upward, onward, in the battle 

Wrfged for freedom and the right ; 
Never resting, never weary. 
Till a vici'ry crowns the fight. 



XVI. MOURNFUL AND CONSOLATORY. 



280. C. M. 

1 Death ! what is that which we call Death ? 
To quit this house of clay ; 
To put aside this mortal coil 
For immortality. 

S It is to leave this darksome world, 
Where sin and sorrow reign ; 
To sever every earthly tie, 
And join the heavenly train. 

3 And tho' we part from friends most dear — 

From those we fondly love, — 
We part but for a little time. 
In hope to meet above. 

4 United with that happy band. 

Which now in heaven may be, 
We'll praise the great Creator's name 
Throughout eternity ! 

5 Then why our fears t why shrink from death. 

As though 't were dark and drear ? 
'Tis but the portal we must pass 
To reach a higher sphere ! 



MftORNFUL AND CONSOLATORY. ' 

Our father's house, our heavenly home ! 

Where ** many mansions" stand, 
Prepared by hands divine, for all 

Who seek the *• better land." 

2 When tossed upon tjie waves of life, 

With fear on every side, 
When fiercely howls the gathering storm, 

And foams the angry tide, — 
Beyond the storm, beyond the gloom, 

Breaks forth the light of morn, 
Bright beaming from our Father's hous^^ 

To cheer the soul forlorn. 

3 In that pure home of tearless joy. 

Earth's parted friends shall meet. 
With smiles of love that never fade. 

And blessedness complete ; 
There, there adieus are sounds uoknowii. 

Death frowns not on that scene; 
But life, and glorious beauty shine, 

Untroubled and serene. 



2oO* ^- ^- Mr8, SteeCe. 

1 Life is a span, a fleeting hour, 
How soon the vapor flies ! 
Man is a tender transient flower, 
That in the blooming dies. 

' 2 The once loved form, now cold and desid^ 
Each mournful thought employs ; 
And nature weeps her comforts fled, 
And withered all her joys. 
13 



IIODEJ6FUL AND C0N80LAT0AT. 

3 But hope transcends the boaods of ttmey 

When what we now deplore 

Shall rise in full immortal prime, 

And bloom to fade no more. 

4 Then cease, fond nature, dry thy tears. 

Religion points on high ; 
There everlasting Spring appears. 
And joys that never die. 



286. 



C. M. Watts. 



1 WuT do we moarn departing friends f 
Or shake at death's alarms ? 
'Tis but the voice that Jesus sends 
To call them to his arms. 

S Are we not tending upwards too. 
As fast as time can move ? 
Nor ^ would we wish the hours more slow. 
To keep us from his love. 

3 Why should we tremble to convey 

Their bodies to the tomb? 
There the dear flesh of Jesus lay, 
And left a long perfume. 

4 The graves of all his saints he blessed. 

And softened ev'ry bed : 
Where should the dyin^ members rest. 
But with their dying head ? 



ll&M. Episcopal Col. 



287. 

1 I WOULD not live alway : I ask not to stay 
Where storm after storm rises dark o'er the way : 
I would not live alway, — no, welcome the tomb. 
Since Jesus hath lain there, I dread not its gloon. 



MOURNFUL AND CONSOLATORY. 

2 Who, who would lire alwajr, away from bis God, 
Away from yon heaven, that blissful abode! [jilaias, 
Where the rivers of pleasure flow o'er the bright 
And the noon-tide of glory eternally reigns ; 

3 Where the saints of i^ ages in harniooy meet, 
Their Savior and brethren transported to greet ; 
While the anthems of rapture unceasinffly roft, 
And ^he smile of the Lord is the life of the soul. 



288. 



C. M. Watts. 



1 Naked as from the earth we came. 

And crept to life at first, 
We to the earth return again, 
And mingle with our dust. 

2 The dear delights we here enjoy, 

And fondly call our own. 
Are but short favors borrowed now. 
To be repaid anon. 

$ 'Tis God that lifls our comforts high, 
Or sinks them in the grave ; 
He gives, and, blessed be his name ! 
He takes but what he gave. 

4 Peace, all our angry passions, then ; 

Let each rebellious sigh 
Be silent at his sovereign will. 
And every murmur die. 

5 If smiling mercy crown our lives, 

Its praises shall be spread ; 
And we'll adore the justice,* too, 
That strikes our comforts dead. 
It* 



MdOHnrVL AND CONSOLATORY. 



280» ^' M; W. Boston Col. 

1 Wiir weep for those, frail child of woe. 
Who've fled and left thee mourning here ! 
Triumphant o'er their latest foe, 

They glory in t higher sphere. 

2 Weep not for them ; beside thee now 
Perhaps they watch with guardian care. 
And witness tears that idly flow 

O'er those who bliss of angels share. 

3 Or round their Father's throne above, 
With raptured voice, his praise they sing, 

Or on his messages of love * 

They journey with unwearied wing. »• 

4 Space cannot check, thought cannot bound 
The high exulting souls whom He, 

Who formed these million worlds around. 
Takes to bis own eternity. 



290. lis. & 8s. T. K. Hervev. 

1 We know thou hast gone to the home of thy rest. 

Then why should our souls be so sad ; 
We know thou hast gone where ^he weary are blest, 

And the mourner looks up and is glad ; 
Where love hath put off in the land of its birth, 

The stain it had gathered in this ; 
And Hope, the sweet singer that gladdened the 

Lies asleep in the bosom of bliss. [earth, 

3 We know thou hast gone where thy forehefad is 
With the beauty that dwelt in thy soul — [starr'd 

Where the light of thy loveliness cannot- be inarr'd. 
Nor thy heart be turned back from its goal \ 



MOURNFUL AND CONSOLATORT. 

We know thou hast drank of the water that flows 
Through a land where they do not forget; 

Which sheds over Memory only repose, . 
And takes from it only regret. 



• o« 



291. . 88. & 6s. W. B; Tawah. 

1 There is an hour of peaceful rest, 

To mourning wand'rers given, 
There is a tear for soub distrest^ 
A balm for every wounded breast ; 

'Tis found above, in heaven. 

2 There is a home for weeping souls, 

By sin and sorrow driven, 
When tossed on life's tempestuous shore^ 
Where storms arise and oceans roar ; 

But all is o'er in heaven^ 

3 Now faith lifts up the tearful eye, 

The heart with anguish riven, 
And views the tempest passing by. 
The evening shadows quickly fly, 

And all serene in heaven. 

4 There fragrant flowers immortal bloom, 

And joys supreme are given. 
There rays divine disperse the gloom i 
Beyond the confines of the tomb 

Appears the dawn of heaven. 



XVIL CONFERENCE MEETING& 



292. L. M. 

1 Brbtrren^ belov'd for Jesus' sake, 
A hearty welcome here receire ; 
May we together now partake 
The joys which he alone can gire ! 

2 May he, by whose kind care we meet. 
Send his good spirit from above ; 
Make our communications sweet, 

And cause our hearts to burn withloFe ! 

3 Forgotten be each worldly theme, 
When thus we meet to pray and praise, 
We only wish to speak of him, 

And tell the wonders of his grace. 

293. e8&;6s. 

1 ' Where two or three together meet. 
My lore and mercy to repeat, 

And tell what I ha?e done. 
There will I be,' saith God, ' to bless. 
And ev'ry burden'd soul redress. 

Who w.orships at ray throne.' 

2 Make one in this assembly, Lord, 
Speak to each heart some cheering word. 

To set the spirit free ; 
Impart a kind celestial show'r. 
And grant that we may spend an hour 

In fellowship with thee. 



294. 



CONPERBNCE MEETINGS. 



P.M. 



1 The Lord into his garden comes « 
The spices yield a rich perfume, 

The lilies grow and thrive : 
Refreshing streams of grace divine, 
From Jesus flow to every vine, 

Which make the dead revive. 

2 O, that this dry and barren ground 
In springs of water might abound, 

A fruitful soil become ! 
The desert blossom as the rose, 
When Jesus conquers all his foes, 

And makes his people one. 



8s. & 7s. 



295. 

1 Come, thou FV>unt of ev'ry blessing, 

Tune my heart to sing thy grace : 
Streams of mercy never ceasing. 

Call for songs of loudest praise ; 
Teach me some melodious sonnet, 

Sung by flaming tongues above ; 
Praise the mount — I'm fix*d upon it, 

Mount of thy redeeming love ! 

2 O ! to grace how great a debtor 

Daily I'm contra ined to be ! 
Let thy goodness, like a fetter. 

Bind my wand'ring heart to thee ; 
Prone to wander, Lord, I fed it — 

Prone to leave the Grod I love — 
Here's my heart, O take and seal it ; 

Seal it for thy courta above. 



OONPBEENCI MKBTINGS. 



296. 8s, 7s. & 4s. 

1 Gently, Jjord, oh ! gently lead ns, 

Through this lowly ?ale of tears, 
And, O Lord, in mercy give us 
Thy rich grace in all our fears. 

O, refresh us — 
O, refresh us with thy grace. 

2 Though ten thousand ills beset us, 

From without and from within, 
Jesus says he'll ne'er forget us^ 
But will save from every sin ; 

Therefore praise him — 
Praise the great Redeemer's name. 



297. L. M. 

1 At anchor laid remote from home, 
Toiling 1 cry, sweet Spirit come ! 
Celestial breeze no longer stay. 
But swell my sails and speed my way ! 

S Fain would I mount, fain would I go. 
And loose my cable from below : 
But I can only spread my sail, 
Thou, thou must breathe th' auspicious gale ! 



298. 8s. &. 0s. 

1 O, Love divine, how sweet thou art ! 
When shall I find my willing heart 

All taken up by thee ? 
I trust, I faint, I die to prove 
The greatness of redeeming lov( 

The love of Christ to me. 



CONFEREJfCB MEETINGS. 

2 God only knows the love of God : 
O that it now were shed abroad 

In this poor stony heart ! 
For love I sigh, for love I pitie ; 
This only portion, Lord, be mine ! 

Be mine this better part ! 



299. 



7s. M. 



1 Fear not, brethren, joyful stand 
On the borders of your land ; 
Jesus Christ your Father's Son, 
Bids you undismayed go on. 

2 Lord, obediently we'll go, 
Gladly leaving all below; 
Only thou our leader be, 
And we still will follow thee. 



300. 



lis. M. 



1 'Mjd scenes of confusion, and creature com- 

plaints, \ 

How sweet to my soul is communion with saints; 
To find at the banquet of mercy there's room, 
And feel in the presence pf Jesus at home. 

2 Sweet bonds that unite all the children of peace! 
And thrice precious Jesus.whose love cannot cease! 
Tho' oft from thy presence in sadness I roam, 

I long to behold thee in glory at home. 

8 While here in this valley of conflict I stay, 
O, give me submission and strength as my day ; 
In ail my afflictions to thee would I come, 
Rejoicing in hope of my glorious home. 



301. 



COnWEMEHCE MEBTIIICIS. 



1 LoRn, give me a place with the hambleat of 

For low at thy feet I would lie ; [saiots, 

I know that thou hearest m j humble complaints, 
Thou hearest the young ravens cry. 

2 Give strength to the souls that now wait upon 

O, come in thy chariot of love ; [thee, 

From earth's vain enchantments, O, help us to 

And to set our affections above. [flee, 



302. L. M. 

1 How blest the sacred lie that binds 
In union sweet according minds ! 

How swifl the heavenly course they run, 
''Whose hearts, whose faith, whose hopes are one. 

2 Their streaming eyes together flow, 
For human guilt and mortal woe ; 
Their ardent prayers together rise. 
Like mingling flames in sacrifice. 



J03* lis. & 8s. A. Ballou. 

For an Inductive Communion Meeting, 

1 Ho, all ye that bloom in the morning of life, 

Give ear to the angels of Truth, 
That call you away from illusion and strife, 
To share their celestial pursuits. 

2 They hail you as spirits created to live 

Through ages unnumbered to come. 
And early the counsels of wisdom would give, 
To guide their young proteges home. 



CONFERENCE MEETINGS. 

Z Then welcome their proffers and meekly consent 
To walk in the path of the blest, 
Which brighter and brighter will shine to the 
The day of perfection and rest. [end, 

4 O yes, we will go, loving angels, with you. 
Though frailty and sin indispose, 
Tho' narrow the way, and its pilgrims be few. 
And strait be the gate ye disclose. 

^}04« 7s. & 6s. A. Ballou. 

For a Quarterly Communion Meeting. 

1 AhL hail ! ye friends assembled. 

The faithful gathered here. 
Whose hearts have of\en trembled 

Through loneliness and fear ; 
Lift up your heads rejoicing. 

Redemption draweth nigh ; 
The God of Truth is causing 

The dismal shades to fly. 

2 Upon the strong foundation. 

Which God himself hath laid. 
The Rock of our salvation. 

Mount Sion's summit grade ; 
We'll build the Christian lemple 

Of living polished stones, 
With love and truth cemented, 

Up to its turret domes. 

3 And when its cap-stone resteth 

Upon the top-most height. 
And all the earth confesseth 

The majesty of Right, 
Creation's glad hosanna. 

Shall burst the vaulted skies, 
And God's unsullied Banner 

The universe surprise. 



XVIII. DISMISSIONS AND FAREWELLS. 



305r. 



8s. 61, 7s. 



Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing, 
Fill our hearts with joy artd peace ; 

I^et us each thy lo?e possessing, 
Triumph in redeeming grace : 
O, refresh us, O, refresh us, 
Travelling through this wilderness. 

So, whene'er the signal's given. 
Us from earth to call away. 

Borne on angels' wings to heaven. 
Glad the summons to obey, 

May we ever, may we ever 
Reign with Christ in endless day. 



306. 



L. M. Heber. 



1 Lord, now we part in thy blest name. 
In which we here together came : 
Grant us our few remaining days, 

To work thy will and spread thy praise. 

2 Teach us in life and death to bless 

The Lord, our strength and righteousness ; 
And bring us all to meet above,— 
Where we may better sing thy love. 



307. 



7s. M. Newton. 



1 For a season called to part. 

Let us now ourselves commend. 
To the gracious eye and heart 
Of our ever-present Friend. 



DISMISSIONS AND FAREWELLS. 

2 Father, hear our humble prayer : 
Tender Shepherd of ihy sheep. 
Let thy mercy and thy care 
. All our souls in safety keep. 



308. L. M. 

1 Once more, O Lord, let grateful praise 

In songs of joy to thee ascend ; \ 
Thou art the Guardian of our days, 

Our first, and best, and changeless Friend. 

2 Hear, then, our parting hymn of praise. 

And bind our hearts in love divine ; 
O, may we walk in wisdom^s ways, , 

And ever feel that we are thine. 



309. CM. 

1 Hail, sweetest, dearest tie (hat binds 

Our glowing hearts in one ; 
Hail, sacred hope, that tunes our minds,. 

To sing what God hath done : 
It is the hope, the blissful hope, 

Which gospel grace hath given, — 
The hope when days and years are past, 

We all shall meet in heaven. 



310. S. M. 

I Dear Lord ! since we must part, 
A parting blessing give ; 
With thy pure love fill every heart, 
That we in love may live. 



DISMISSIONS AED PARBITBLLS. 

2 All ffioTj to the Limb. 
May we forever sing, 
And bid farewell, while we proclaim, 
Hosannas to our King. 



8s. dCr 78. 



311. 

1 Mat the grace of Christ o'erflowing, 

And the Father's boundless love, 
And the Spirit, life bestowing, 
Rest upon us from above. 

2 Thus raay we abide united, 

With each other and the Lord, 
And possess in him delighted, 
Joys which earth cannot afford. 



312. 



8s. & 7s. 



1 Peace be tobthis congregation. 

Peace to every soul therein ; 
Peace, the earnest of salvation ; 

Peace, the fruit of pardoned sin ; 
Peace, that speaks its heavenly Giver ; 

Peace, to sordid minds unknown ; 
Peace Divine, that lasts forever. 

Here erect thy glorious throne. 

S Prince of Peace, in love be near as. 

Fix in all our hearts thy home ; 
With thy blessed presence cheer us, — 

Let thy sacred kingdom come : 
Raise to heaven our expectation ; 

Give our favored souls to prove 
Glorious and complete salvation, 

la the realms of bliss above. 



DISMISSIONS AND FAREWELLS. 

313. L. M. 

1 Pilgrims, with pleasure let us part. 
Since we are of one mind and heart ; 
No length of days, nor distant place, 
Can e?er break these bonds of grace. 

3 Parting with joy we'll join and sing 
The wonders of our Lord and King ; 
Our mortal bodies may remove, 
But nothing shall divide our love. 



8s. & 7s. A. Ballov. 



314. 

1 Lord, behold us now retiring 

From our feast of knowledge here, 
Still with grateful hearts aspiring 
To be guided by thy fear. 

2 O dismiss us with thy blessing, 

And protect us through the week; 
Help us, each thy love expressing. 
Heavenly truth and bliss to seek. 



31 O* L' M. A. Ballov. 

For the close of a General Meeting, 

1 Farrwell, dear friends, we soon must^part ; 
This precious interview must close. 
Whose sweet communion round the heart 
Its bond of sod enchantment throviTs. 
Chorus — God speed the blissful time, 
The great prophetic day, 
When violence and crime, 

And woe shall pass away : 
Farewell, beloved friends, farewell. 



DISMISSIONS AND FAREWELLS. 

2 Farewell, dear friends, with truth impressed, 

Inquirers for the better way ; 
With heavenly light may you be blest, 
Till darkness turn to cloudless day. 

Chorus — God speed, &c. 

3 Farewell, loved friends, that doubting hear. 

Our words of everlasting life; 
God's holy kingdom thus brought near. 
Holds out the olive to your strife. 

Chorus — God speed, &c. 

4 Farewell, dear friends, of every class, 

Ye who depart, and who remain ; 
Blest be the pilgrimage ye pass. 
And sure the Paradise ye gain. 

Chorus — God speed the blissful time. 
The great prophetic day. 

When violence and crime, • 

And woe shall pass away : 

Farewell, beloved friends, farewell. 



316. 



Us. M. 



1 Farewell, my dear brethren, the time is at hand. 
When we must be parted from this social band, 
Our several engagements now call us away, 
The parting is needful, and we must obey. 

*2 Farewell, my dear brethren, farewell for a while, 
WeMl soon meet again, if kind Providence smile ; 
But while we are parted, and scattered abroad. 
We'll pray for each other, communing with God. 



MOURNFUL AND CONSOLATOBY. 



281, CM. Young. 

1 O resignation, heavenly power ! 

Our warmest thoughts engage ; 
Thou art the safest guide of youth. 
The sole support of age. 

2 Teach us the hand of love divine 

In evils to discern ; 
'Tis the first lesson that we need, 
The latest that we learn. 

3 Resign, and all the pain of life 

That moment we remove ; 
The heavy load of grief and care 
Devolves on One above. 

4 He bids us lay our burthen down 

On his almighty hand, 
Supports our feeble frame, and makes 
Our weary feet to stand. 



iSoSS* S* ^* Doddridge. 

1 How gracious and how wise, 
Is our chastising God I 
And oh, how rich the blessings are, 
That blossom from his rod ! 

S He lifts it up on high. 
With pity in his heart, 
That every stroke his children feel. 
May grace and peace impart. 



MOURNFUL AND CONSOLATORY. 

3 Instructed thus, they bow 

And own his sovereign sway ; 
They turn their erring footsteps back 
To his forsaken way. 

4 Our Father, we consent 

To discipline divine ; 
And bless the pains that make our souls 
Still more completely thine. 



283. 



S. M. Watts. 



1 My soul, repeat His praise, 

Whose mercies are so great. 
Whose anger is so slow to rise, 
So ready to abate. 

2 The pity of the Lord, 

To those who fear his name, 
Is such as tender parents feel ; 
He knows our feeble frame. 

3 Our days are as the grass. 

Or like the morning flower ; 
If one sharp blast sweep o'er the field, 
It withers in an hour. 

4 But thy compassions. Lord, 

To endless years endure ; 
And children's children ever find 
Thy words of promise sure. 



C. M. R. TCRNBULL. 



284. 

1 There is a place of waveless rest, 
Far, far beyond the skies, 
Where beauty smiles eternally, 
And pleasure never dies : 
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